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BE GGARS OPERA, 


20 E 
SCENE I. Pxacnum's Houſes 


PzACHUM futting at a T able with a large Book 
1 2570 of Accampts beſere bim. 
Alk I. An old Woman claoathed in Grey, Cc. 


HROUGH all the Emplyments of Life, 
Eacb Neighbour abuſes his Brother 5 
Whore and Rogue they call Huſband and Wife, 
All Profeſſions berogue one anotber | 
The Prieft calls the Lawyer a Cheat, 
The Lawyer be-knaves the Divine; 
And the Stateſman becauſe he's ſo great, 
Dink, bis Trade at boneft as mine. 
A Lawyer is an honeſt Employment, ſo is mine. 


Like me too he AQts in a double Capacity, both 


againſt Rogues and for 'em; for 'tis but fitting 
that we ſhould protect and encourage Cheats, 
fince we live by them. 


3 CEEME I 
PEACRHU M, FI Ten. 


Filch. Sr, black Al hath ſent Word her 
Tryal is to come on in the Afternoon, and ſhe 
| hopes 


— 
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hopes you will order Matters ſo as to bring her off. 

Peach. Why ſhe may plead her Belly at worlt; 
to my Knowledge ſhe hath taken care of that 
Security. But as the Wench is very active and 
induſtrious, you may ſatisfy her that I'll ſoftea 


the Evidence. 


Filch. Tem Gagg, Sir, is found guilty. 
Pieacb. A lazy Dog ! When I took him the 
Time before I told him what he would come to 
if he dic not mend his Hand. This is Death 
without Reprieve. I may venture to book him. 
[writes.] For Tom Gagg, forty Pounds. Let Pet- 
ty Sly know that I'll ave her — Tranſportation 
for i can get more by her ſtaying in England. 
Filth. Betty hath brought more Goods into 
our Lock this Year, than any five of the Gang 
and in truth, *tis a Pity to loſe ſo good a Cuſto- 
mer. £ 6d 

Peach. If none of the Gang take her off, ſhe 
may, in the common Courſe of Buſineſs, live a 
Twelve month longer. I love to let Women 
*(cape. A good Sportſman always lets the Hen 
Partriges fly, becauſe the Breed of the Game de- 
pends upon them. Beſides here the Law allows 
us no Re ward; there is nothing to be got by 
the Death of Women — except our Wives. 
Hieb. Without Diſpute, ſhe is a fine Woman 
*T was to her I was obliged for my Education, 
and (to ſay a bold word) ſhe. has train'd up 
more young Fellows to the Buſineſs than the 
Gaming:table. | 55 

Peach. Truly, Fil b, thy Obſervation is right 
We and the Surgeons are more beholden to 
Women than all the Profeſſions be ſides. 1 
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Alx II. The bonny grey- ey d Morn, Ye. 


Filch. *Tis woman that ſeduces all Mankind, 

By ber tue firſt were taught the wheedling Arts : 
Her very Eyes can cheat when maſt ſbe's kind, 

She tricks us of our Money with our Hearts : 
For her, like Wolves, by Night we roam for Prey 

And practice every Fraud ta bribe ber Charms ; 
For Suits of Love, like Law, are won by pay, 

And Beauty muſt be fee'd into our Arms. 

Peach. But make haſte to Newgate, Boy, and 
let my Friends know what I intend; for I love to 
make them eaſy one way or other. 

Filch. When a Gentleman is 2 kept in 
Suſpence, Penitence may break his Spirit ever 
after. Beſides, Certainty gives a Man a good 
Air upon his Tryal, and makes him riſque ano- 
ther without Fear or Scruple, But I'll away, for 
tis a Pleaſure to be the Meſſenger to Friends in 
Affliction. | 

SCENE IIL 
Pk Ache. 


But 'tis now high Time to look about me for 
a decent Execution againſt next Seſſions. I hate 
a lazy Rogue, by whom one can get nothing- 
till he is hang'd. A Regiſter of the Gang, 
[reading] Crook finger'd Jack. A Year and a 
half in the Service; let me ſee how much the 
Stock owes to his Iaduſtry; one, two, three, 
four, five Gold Wathes, and ſeven Silver ones. 
A mighty clean-handed Fellow Sixteen Snuff 
boxes, — ot them pure Gold. Six dozen of 
Handkerchiefs, four Silver hilted Swords, half a 
Dozen of Shirts, three Tye Perriwigs, and a 

A 3, piece 
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piece of Broad-cloth, Confidering theſe are on- 
Iy the Fruits of his leiſure Hours, I don't know 
a prettier Fellow, for no Man alive hath a more 
engaging Preſence of Mind upon the Road. Wat 
Drear y, alias Brown Mill, an Irregular Dog, 
who hath an underhand Way of diſpoſing of his 
Goods. I'll try him only "i a Seſſions or two 
longer upon his good behaviour, Harry Pading- 
ton, a poor petty larceny Raſcal, without the 
| leaſt Genius; that Fellow, though he were to 
live theſe ſix Months will never come to the 
Gallows with any Credit. Slippery Sam; he 
goes off the next Se ſſions, for the Villain had 
the Impudence to have Views of following his 
Trade as a Taylor, which he calls an honeſt 
Employment. Mat of the Mint, liſted not 
above a Month ago, a promiſing ſturdy Fellow, | 
and diligent in his Way, ſomewhat too bold and $4 
haſty, and may raiſe geod Contributions on the = 
Publick, if he does not cut himſelf ſhort by Mur- | 
der. Tom Tifpl: a guzzling, ſoaking Sot, who 
is always too drunk to ſtand himſelf or to make 


others ſtand. A Cart is abſolutely neceflary for 4 

him. Robbin of Beg fhot, alias Gorgan, alias 6 

Bluff Bel, alias Carbuncle, alias Bob Booty. 
BE NE IVe.. 

2 PRACHUM, Mrs. PEACHUM-. | 

ii Mrs. Peach. What of Beb Booty, Huſband ? 

| J hope nothing bad hath betide him? You know 


4 
my Dear, he's a favourite Cuſtomer of mine. 3 
it * I'was he made me a Prefent of this Ring. ay 
a Peach. TI have ſet his Name down in the black 3 
[| Liſt that's all, my Dear; he ſpends his life a- | 
' © mong Women; and as ſoon as his Money is | 
| | gone 
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gone, one or other of the Ladies will hang hint 
for the Reward, and there's forty Pounds loſt to 
us for ever. | - 

Mrs. Peach. You know, my dear, I never 
meddle in matters of Death; I always leave thoſe 
Affairs to you: Women indeed are bitter bad 
Judges in theſe Caſes, for they are ſo partial to 
the brave that they think every Man handſome” 


who is going to the Camp or the Gallows. 
Alix III. Cold and Raw, Cc. 


If any Wench Venus's Girdle wear, 
Though ſhe be never ſo ugly; 
Lilies and Roſes will quickly appear, 
And ber face look wondrous ſmugly, 
Beneath the left Ear fo fit but a Cord, 
( A Rope ſa charming 4 Zane is !)) 
The Youth in his Cart bath the Air of a Lord 
And we cry there dies an Adonis. 


But really, Huſband, you. ſhould not be too 
hard-hearted, for you never had a finer, braver 
Set of Men than at preſent. We have not had 
a Murder among them all theſe ſeven Months. 
And truly my dear, that is a great Bleſſing. 
Peach. What a dickens is the Woman always 
a whimpering about Murder for? No Gentle- 
man is ever look'd upon the worſe for killing a 
Man in his own Defence ; and if Buſineſs can- 
not be-carried on. without it, what would you 
have a Gentleman do ? | | 
Mrs. Peach. If I am in the wrong, my dear, 
ou muſt excuſe me, for no-body can help the 
'railty of an over ſcrupulous Conſcience. 
Peach. Murder is as faſhionable a Crime as a 
Man can. be guilty of. How many fine Gen- 
ik tlemen 
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tlemen have we in Newgate every Year purely 
upon that Article l If they have wherewithal to 
perſwade the Jury to bring it in Manſlaughter, 
what are they the worſe for it? So my = 
have done upon this Subject. Was Captain 
Agzcheatb here this Morning, for the Bauk-notes 
he left with you laſt Week ? 

| Mrs. Pea ö. Yes, my Dear, and tho the 
Bank hath ſtopt Payment, he was ſo chearful 


and fo agreeable | ſure there's not a finer Gen- 


tleman upon the Road than the Captain! if he 
comes from Bay ſhot at any reaſonable Hour he 
hath promis'd to make one this Evening with 
Polly and me, and Bob Booty, at a party of Qua- 
drille. Pray, my Dear, is the Captain rich ? 

Peach. The Captain keeps too good Compa- 
ny ever to grow rich. Mary-tone and the 
Chocolate houfes are his undoing. The Man 
that propoſes to get Money by Play ſhould have 
the Education of a fine Gentleman, and be 
trained up to it from his Youth. 

Mrs. Peach. Really, I am ſorry upon Polhy's 
Account the Captain hath not more Diſcretion. 
What Bufineſs hath he to keep Company with 


Lords and Gentlemen? He ſhould leave them 


to prey upon one another. 


Peach. Upon Polly's. Account | what a Plague 


does the Woman mean? Upon Pollh's Account 
Mrs. Peach. Capt Macbeatb is very fond of 
the Girl. | h 
Peach. And what then? | 
Mrs. Peach. If I have any Skill in the ways 
of Women, I am ſuie Polly thinks him a very 
pretty Man. | : 
Peach. And what then? You would not be fo 
f mad 


{1 4 
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mad to have the Wench marry him | Game- 


ſters and Highwaymen are generally very good 
to their Whores, but they are very Devils to 
their Wives. | 

Mrs. Peach. But if Polly ſhould. be in Love, 


how ſhould we help her, or how can fhe help 


herſelf? Poor Girl, I am under the utmoſt Con- 
cern about her. of. 
Air IV. Why is your faithful Slave diſdained, &. 


If Love the Virgin's Heart invade, 
How like à Moth the ſimple Maid 
Still plays about the Flame ] 


F foon ſhe be not made a Wife 
| 2 2 finged and then for Life, 
Shes —what I dare not name. 


Peach. Look ye, Wife, a handſome Wench 
in our Way ot Buſineſs is as profitable as at the 


Bar of a Temple Coffee-houſe, who looks upon 


it as her Livelihood to grant every Liberty but 
one. You ſee I would indulge the Girl as far 
as prudentiy we can, in any Thing, but Mar- 
riage! after that my Dear, how ſhall we be ſafe ? 
Are we not then in her Huſband's Power. For 
a Huſband hath the abſolute Power over all a 
Wife's Secrets but her own. If the Girl had 
the Diſcretion of a Court Lady, who can have 
a Dozen young Fellows at her Ear without com - 
plying with one, I ſhould not matter it; but 
Polly is tinder, and a Spark will at once ſet 
her on a Flame. _ Married | if the Wench does 
not know her own Profit, ſure ſhe knows her 
own Pleaſure better than to make herſelf a Pro- 
perty! My Daughter to me ſhould be like a 
Cour: Lady to a Miniſter of State, a Key to oe 

| whole 
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whole Gang, Married! If the Affair is not al- 


ready done, Þlt terrify her from it, by the Ex- 
ample of our Neighbour. 

Mrs. Peach. May hap, my Dear, you may 
jure the Girl. She loves to imitate the fine 
Ladies, and the may only allow the Captaia 
Libeitics in the View of Intereſt. 

Peach, But *tis your Duty, to warn the Girt 
againſt her, Ruin, and to inſtru her how to 
make the moſt of her Beauty. I'll go to her this 
Moment, and fift her. In the meantime, W fe 
rip out the Coronets and marks of theſe Dozen 
of Cambrick Handkerchiefs, for I can dif, pole of 
them this Afternoon to a Chap in the City. 


SiCENTE V. 
Ars. PERACHUM. 


Never was a Man more out of the Way in an 
Argument than my Huſband |! why muſt our 
Polly's Marriage, contrary to all Obſervation, 
make her the Tet followed by other Men ? All 
Men are Thieves in Love, and like Women the 
better for being another's property. 

Aix V. Of all the fraple Things we do, Ce 


A Maid is like the Golden Ore, 
Which bath Guineas intrinſical in't, 
Whoſe Worth is never known before 
I is try'd and impreſi in the Mint. 
A Wife's lite a Guinea in Gold, 
Stampt with the Name of ber Spauſe zo 
Now bere, naw there; is bought or i; fold ; 


, : . 
Aud is current in every Heuſe SCENE. 
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ne 
Mrs. Pzacnum, Firn. 


Mrs. Peach, Come hither Filch, Tam as fond 
of this Child as though my Mind miſgave me 
he were my own. He hath as fine a Hand at * 
picking a pocket as a Woman, and is as nimble 
finger'd as a Jugler. If an unlucky Seſſion 
does not cut the rope of thy Life, I pronounce, 
Boy, thou wilt be a great Man in Hiſlory. 
Where was your poſt laſt night, my Boy? 

Fileb. I ply'd at the Opera Madam; and con- 
ſidermg twas neither dark nor rainy, ſo that 
there was no great hurry in getting Chairs and 
Coaches, made a tolerable 33 on't. Theſe 
ſeven Handkerchiefs, Madam. 

Mrs. Peach. Colour'd ones, I ſee. They are 
of ſure Sale from our Warehouſe at Redriff a- 
mong the Scamen. - 

Filth. And this Snuif-box. 

Mrs. Peach. Set in Gold ! A pretty Encou- 
ragement this to a young beginner. | 

Flch. I had a rare Tug at a Charming gold 
Watch. Pox take the Taylors for making the 
Fohs ſo deep and narrow! It ſtuck by the Way, 
and I was forc'd to make my Eſcape under a 
Coach. Really, Madam, I fear I fhall be cut 
of in the Flower of my Youth, ſo that every 
now and then ( fince I was pumpt) I have 
thoughts of taking up and going to Sea. 

Mrs. Peach. You ſhould go to Hocfley in the 
Hole, and to Mary-hone Child, to learn Valour. 
"Theſe are the Schools that have bred up fo man 
brave Men, I thought Boy, by this time, thou 
had'ſt loſt Fear as well as [hame, poor Lad |! m_ 
Ute 
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little does he know as yet of the Old Baily ! For 
the firſt Fact I'll inſure thee from being hang'd ; 
and going to Sea, Filch, will come time enough 
upon a Sentence of Tranſportation. But now, 
ſince o have nothing better to do, ev'n to 
your Book, and learn your Catechiſm; for 
really a Man makes but an ill Figure in the 
Ordinary's paper, who cannot give a ſatisfac- 
tory Anſwer to his Queſtion. But hark you, my 
Lad, don't tell me a Lye; for you know I hate 
a Lyar. Do you know of any thing that hath 
paſt het ween Captain Macheath and our Polly. 
Filch. I beg you, Madam, don't aſk me; for 
| mutt either tell a Lye to you or to Miſs Polly, 
for I promis'd her I would not tell. 
Mrs. Peach. But when the Honour of our Fa- 
mily is concerned, | | 
Filch, I ſhall lead a ſad Life with Miſs Polly, 
if ever ſhe come to know what 1 told you. Be- 
ſide, 1 would not willingly forfeit my Honour 
by betraying any Body. | 
Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my Huſband and 
Pelly. Come Filch, you ſhall go with me into my 
own Room, and tell me the whole Story. UII 
give thee a Glaſs of a moſt delicious Cordial that 
] keep for my own drinking. 2 


EN un. 


PEAcRUM, PoLLy. 


Polly. 1 know as well as any ef the fine Ladies 
how to make the moſt of myſelf and of my Man 
too. A Woman knows how to be mercenary, 
though ſhe hath never been in Court or-at an 
| Aſſembly. We have it in our natures _ 4 
| 2 
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I allow Captain Mac beat ſome triflin Liberties 
I have this Watch and other vifible Marks of his 
Favour to ſhow for it. A Girl who canhot grant 
ſome things, and refuſe what is moſt material, 
will make but a poot hand of her Beauty, and 
ſoon be thrown upon the Common. « 
Alx VI. What ſhall I do te ſhow how much 1 
love her, Hr. 
Virgins are like the fair Flower in its Luftre,, 
»: Which in the Garden enamels the Ground 3 
Near it the Bees in Play flutter and cluſter, - 
Aud gaudy Butter flies frotick around, 
But when once pluck'd N na longer alluritig, 
T7 Covent: Garden "tis ſent, ( as yet ſweet, ) 
There fades and ſbrinks,. and grows paſt all enqu- 
2% % Fen 5 N 
Rots, flinks,' and dies and is trod under Feet.” 
Peach. You know Helly, Lam not againſt your 
toying and trifling with a Cuſtomer in the w 
of Bufineſs, or to get out a Secret or ſo. But if 
I find out that you have play d the Foot and are 
matried, you Jade you, Il out your Throat, 
Huſſy. Now you know my mind. 
eee een 
PzacHuM, POLLY, Mrs. PRAc Hunt. 
Alx VII. Oh London is a fine Town. 
Mrs. PaAcub in 4 very great Paſſion. 
Our Pollygis @ ſad Slut ! nor beeds what we babe 
taught ber, A 
I wander any Man alive will ever roar a Daughter 
Por ſbe mul baue both Hoods and\Gowngs, and 
Hoops to ſwell _ pride, | 


With 


en 
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With Scarf and Stays, and Gloves and Lace, and 


be will bave Man beſide; , © 


And when ſbes dreſi with care and Coft, all. 


tempting fine and gay, 
As Men ſbould ſerve a Cucumber, ſhe flings her- 
felf away. 


Our Polly isa fad Slut, &c. 


You Baggage! you Huffy ! you inconſiderate 
Jade! had you been hang'd it would not have 
vex'd me, for that might have been your Miſ- 


fortune; but to do ſuch a mad thing by Choice 


The Wench is married, Huſband. 

Peach. Married! the Captain is a bold Man, 
and will riſque any thing for Money; to be ſure 
he believes her a Fortune. Do you think your 
Mother and I ſhould have liv'd comfortably ſs 
long together, if ever we had been married, 


Baggage ? 


Mrs. Peach. I knew ſhe wag always a proud 


Slut; and now the Wench has play'd the Fool 


and married, becauſe forſooth ſhe would do like 
the Gentry. Can you ſupport the Expence of a 
Huſband, Huſſy, in Gaming, drinking, and 
whoring ? Have you Money enough to carry on 
the daily Quarrels of a Man and Wife about 
who ſhall ſquander moſt ? There are not many 
Huſbands and Wives, who can bear the Charges 
of plaguing one another in a handſome Way. 
If you muſt be married, could you introduce no 
Body into our Family but a Highwayman ? why 
thou folliſh Jade, thou wilt be as ill us'd, and as 
much negleQed, as if thou hadit married 2 


Lord! 


Peach, Let not your Anger, my Dear, break 
| through 
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through the Rules of Decency, for the Captain 
4 looks upon himſelf in the Miltary Capacity, as 
1 a Gentleman by his Profeſſion. Befides what 
1 he hath already, I know he is in a fair Way of 
getting, or of dying: and both theſe Ways let 
me tell you, are moſt excellent Chances for z 
Wife. Tell me Huſſy; are you ruin'd or no? 
| Mrs. Peach. With Holly's Fortune ſhe might 
very well have gone off to a Perſon of Diſtincti 
on. Yes, that you might, you pouting Slut! 
Peach. What, is the Wench dumb? Speak, 
or PII make you plead by ſqueezing out an An- 
ſwer from you. Are you really bound Wife to 
him, or are you only upon liking > [inches ber. 
Polly. Oh! kts [Screaming.. 
Mrs. P:ach. How the Mother is to be pitied 
who hath handſome Daughters ! Locks; eke, 
Bars and LeQures of Morality are nothing to 
them; They break through them all. They 
have as much pleaſure in cheating a Father and 
Mother, as in cheating at Cards. 
Peach. Why, Pelly, 1 ſhall ſoon know it you 
are married, by Macheath*s keeping from our 
Houſe. . WY; 
AIR VIII. Grim King of the Ghoſts, Sc. 
Polly. Can Lowe be control d by advice _ 
Mill Cupid our * obey? _ 
Thou gb my Heart were as frozen as lee, ' 
At bis Flame i would bade melted away: 
When he kift me ſa cloſely be preſt, 
*T was fo feweet that ] muſt bave comply d 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 
To marry for fear you ſbould chide. 
Mrs. Peach. Then all the hopes of our Fami- 
ly are gone for ever and ever. 
Paach. And Mach:ath may hang his Father 
h B 2 and 


„ ² 3 | A. 1 


r rere 


” 
ivy 
i r — 
= 8 — 
8 


| TE 7 he Bene 3 
and Mathiein-Lew, in hope to get into their 
Daughter s Fortune. 

2 I did not marry him (as tis the Faſhion) 


wy: and deliberately for Honour or Money, 
love him. 


4 A Peach. Love him ! worſe and. worſe; I 


thought the Girl had been better bred. O Hus- 


2 Huſband ! ber Folly makes me mad l my 

Head | fwims ;. 'm ditraQed | In. ſupport 
myſel.— Oh / [Faints. 

Peach. Sec, Wench, to * A Condition 
you have reduced your paor Mother; a Glals of 
Cordial this Inſtant. How the poor Woman 
takes it to Heart! [Polly goes out, and returns 
ih it.] An Huſſy, now this is the only. Com- 
fort your Mother has left. 


h, Gize her ansiber Gib Sire my Marge 


drinks double the Quantity whenever ſhe is 
of Order. This yon ſee fetehes hef. 

Mrs. Peach. e Girl ſhews ſuch a readineſs 
and ſo much Concern, that could amd * 
in my Heart to forgive het. * 


Ariz IX. O Jam, Jenny, where haſt thou been. 


O 7 0 50 might bays tey d and 52 
ATE Reeping Men off, you keep them on 
Polly Bi by fa teaz'd me, 
| And be fo plear'd me, 
oat did you muſt beve done. 


Mrs. Peach, Not with a Highwayman—You 
hy? Slut. | 

each. A word with you Wiſe. "Tis no.new 

Thing for a Wench, to 10 take Man without 


| conſent 
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conſent of Parents. You know tis the Frailty 
of Woman, my Dear. 45 6 

Mrs. Peach. Yes indeed, the'Sex is frail. But 
the firſt time a Woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be 
ſomewhat nice methinks, for then or never is the 
Time to make her Fortune. Aſter that ſhe hath 
nothing to do but to guard herſelf from being 
found out, and ſhe may do what ſhe pleaſes. 
Peach. Make youtſelf eaſy : I have a thought 
_ fhall ſoon ſet all Matters again to rights. Why 
ſo Melancholy Polly ? fince what is done can- 
not be undone, we muſt endeavour to make the 
beſt of it. 

Mrs. Peach. Well Polly, as far as one Wo- 
man can forgive another, I forgive thee— L our 
Father is too fond of you Huſly- 

Polly. Then all my'Sorrows are at an end. 

Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely Speech in.troth, 
for a Wench who is juſt marryed. 


Air X. Thomas, I cannot, &c.. 


Polly. I like a Ship in a Storm was toft ; 
Tiet afraid to put into Land; 
For ſeix'd in the port the Veſſel's loft. 
Whoſe Treaſure is contreband. 
The Waves are leid, 
My Duty is paid, | 
O Joy beyond Expreſſion | 
Thus, ſafe a ſbore, 
aſk no more, 
My all 1s in my poſſeſſion. 
Peach, I hear Cuſtomers in t'other Room, go 
talk with 'em, Polly; but come to us again, as- 
ſoon as they are gone, — But hark ye Child, if 
*tis the Gentleman, who was here Yeſterday 


5 Doo OB. _ 4 L 
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about the Repcating-Watch, ſay, you believe 
we can't get n of it, till To-morrow; 
treddle, to make a Figure 
with it to-night at a Tavern in Drury- Lane. If 
t'other Gentleman calls for the Silver-hilted 
ſword, you know Bectle-brow'd emmy hath it 
on, and he doth not come from Tunbridge till 
Tve/dey Night, ſo that it cannot be had till then. 


SCENE IX. 


PEAcnuuM, Mrs. PEACHUM. 


Peach. Dear wife be a little pacified. Don't 


let your Paſſion run away with yaur Senfes. Pol- 


ly, I grant you, hath done a rafh thing. | 
Wo Peach. If ſhe had only an Intrigue with 
the Fellow, why the very beſt of Families have 
excus'd and huddled up a frailty of that ſort. 
*Tis Marriage, Huſband that makes it a Ble- 


- miſh. 


Peach, But Meney, Wiſe, is the true Ful- 
lers Earth for Reputations, there is not a Spot 
or a ſtain but what it can take out. A rich 
Rogue now-a days is fit Company for any Gen- 
tleman ; and the World, my Woke, hath not 
ſuch a Contempt for Roguery as you imagine. 
I tell you Wife, I can make this Match turn to 
our advantage. 

Mrs.. Peach. I am very ſenfible, Huſband, 
that Captain Macheath is worth Money, but ! 
am in doubt whether he hath not two or three 
Wives. alteady, and then if he ſhould die in a 
Seſſion or two, Polly's Dower would come into 


Diſpute. 
* Peach. 
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Peach. That is a point 5 which ought to be con- 
ſidered. 


: Ak XI. A Soldier and a Sailor, 


A Fox may fleal your Hens, Sir, 

A Whore your Health and pence, Sir, 
Yaur Daughter rob your Cbeſ, Sir, 
A Thief your God and plate... 

But this it all but picking, © 
With Reſt, Pence, Cheſt and Chicken; 
It ever was decreed, Sir, 

1f Lawyer's Hand is feed, Sir, 

He fleals your whole Eſtate. 


00 1 are bitter Enemies to thoſe in our 
They don't care that any Body ſhould 
fer? a clandeſtine Livelihood byt themſelves. 


8 CE N E X. 
Mri, Pr AchUN, PEACRUM, Pol Lr. 


Polly. Twas only Nimming Nez. He brought 
ina Damaſk Window-Curtain, a Hoop Petti- 
coat, a pair of Silver Candleſticks, a Perriwig, 
and one Silk Stocking, from the Fire that hap-, 
pen'd laſt night. 

Peach. There is not a Fellow that is cleverer 
in his way, and faves more Goods out of the 
Fire than Ned, But now Polly, to your Affairs 
tor Matters muſt not be left as they are. You 
are married then, it feems ? 

Polly. Yes Sir. | 

| Peach. And how do you propoſe to live Child? 

Fully. Like other Women Sir, upon the In- 
duſtry of my Huſband. 

Mrs... Peach, — is the Wench 5 

00 
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Fcol, a Highway-man's Wife, like a Soldier's, 
hath as little of his Pay, as of his Company. 

Peach. Ard had you the Common views of a 
Gentle woman in your Marriage, Polly ® 

Polly. I dont know what you mean, Sir. 

Peach. Of a Jointure, and of being a Widow. 

Polly. But I love him Sir, How then could I 
have Thoughts of parting with him ? 

Peach. Parting with him?. Why that is the 
whole Scheme and Intention of all Marriage Ar- 
ticles. The comfortable Eſtate of Widow. hood, 
is the only Hope that keeps up a Wife's Spirits. 
Where is the Woman who would ſcruple to be 
a Wife, if ſhe had it in her Power to be a Wi 
dow whenever ſhe: pleaſed ?. If you have any 
Views of this ſoit, Polly, I ſhall think the match 
not ſo very unreaſonable. | 

Polly. How I dread your Advice] Yet I muſt 
beg you to explain yourſelf. - | | 

Pea h, Secure what he hath got, have him 
peach'd the next Seſſion, and then at once-you 
are made a.rich Widow, 

Polly; What, murder the Man I love! The 
Blood runs cold at my Heart with the very 
Thought of it. | , 

Peach. Fye Polly What hath Murder to do 
im the Affair? Since the Thing ſooner or later 


muſt happen. I dare ſay, the Captain himſelf 


would like that we ſhould get the Reward for 
his Death ſooner than a Stranger. Why Polly, 
the Captain knows, that as 'tis his Employment 


to rob, ſo tis ours to take Robbers; every Man 


in his Buſineſs. So that there is no Malice in 

the Caſe. | l 
Mrs. Peach. Ay, Huſband, now. you have 
nick'd. 


a 


"4 * 
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nick'd the Matter. To have him peach'd is the 
only Thing could ever make mo forgive her, 


Air XII. Now ponder well ye Parents dear. 
Polly. O ponder well he nat ſevere; 


So ſave a wretched Wife ; | 
Far on the Rope that bangs my Dear, 
Dapends poor Polly“ Life. | 
Mes. Peacb. But your Duty to your Parents, 
Huſſy, obli — you to hang him. "What would 
many a Wite give for ſueh an Opportunity. 
- Polly, What is a Jointure, what is Widow 


hood to me ?-1 know my Heart. I cannot ſur- 
vive him. 


AIR XIII. Le printemps rapelle aux armęs. 


{ Tbe Turtle thus! ene WO i 
fi LEN 1h pl in 
aurtle thay — ive c 
Laments ber Dave, w. 105 
Down fbe dropt quite ſpent with bing 
Pair din Death, as Pair d in Love: { 


Thus Sir, it will happen to your poor Polly... 

Mrs. . Peach. What is the Fool in Love in 
earneſt then? I hate thee for being particular: 
9 Wench, thou art a Shame te the er 


Ka But hear. me, Mother if you ever 
ov'd. 

Mrs. Peach. Thoſe eurſed Play-books ſhe 
reads have been her Ruin. One Word more, 
and 1 ſhall Knock your Brains out, if you haye 

any: 
Fab. Keep out of the way ' Polly, tor fear'of 
Miſchief 
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Miſchief, and conſider of what is propos'd to 
are b L | | 
rs. Pea b. Away, Huſſy, hang your Huf. 
band and be dutikal AA 2 + he 
SCENE XT. 
Mrs. PEAcRHUM, PEACHUM. 
[Polly Henin. 
Mrs. Peach. The thing, Huſband, muſt and 
ſhall be done. For the ſake of Intelligence we 
. muſt take other Meaſures, and have him peach'd 
the next Seſſion without her Conſent. If ſhe will 
not know her Duty, we know ours. | 
Peach, But really, my Dear, it grieves one's 
Heart ty take off a great Man. When I conſi- 
der his perſonal Bravery, his fine Stratagem, 
how much we have got by him, how much we 
may get, methinks I can't find in my Heart to 
have a-hand.in his Death. I wiſh you could have 
made Polly undertake to do it. dor | 
Mrs. Peach. But in caſe of Neceſſity, our 
| Lives are in Danger. | 3 
Peach. Then indeed, we muſt comply with. 
the Cuſtoms of the World, and make Gratitude 
give way to Intereſt He ſhall be taken off. 
Mrs. Perch. Pill undertake to manage Po“. 
- Peach, And TI prepare matters for the Old. 


Baily. ” Be 
SCENE XII. 
| PoLLY. | 
Now, I am a Wretch, indeed Met hinks 
fee him already in the Cart, ſweeter and more / 


lovely than the Noſegay in his Hand; 1 42 * | 
r the 
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the Crowd extolling his Reſolution and Intrepi- 
d.ty? What Vollies of Sighs are ſent from 
the Windows of Holborne, that ſo comely a Youth - 
ſhould be brought to Diſgrace =I ſee him at 
the Tree !-—The whole Circle are in Tears 
Even Butchers weep 1—Fack K-tch himſelf he- 
fitates to perform his Duty, and would be glad 
to loſe his Fee, by a Reprieve. What then will 
become of Polly.!—As yet I May inform him of 
their Deſigns, and aid him in his Eſcape—It . 
ſhall be ſo—but then he flies, ablents himſelf, 
and I bar myſelſ from his dear, dear Converſa- 
tion; That tos will diſtract me If he keeps out 
of the Way, my Papa and Mamma may in 
time tele nt, and we may be happy. —If he ſtays 
he is hang'd, and then he is loſt for ever, He 
intended to lye conceal'd in my Room, till the 
Duſk of the Evening, If they are abroad, I'll 
this Inſtant ler him out, leſt ſome Accident 
ſhould prevent him. [Exit and returas. 


SCENE XII. , 


Porr, MACUEATH. | 


Arp. XIV. Pretty Parrot ſay— _ 
Mach. Pretty Polly, ſay, 


hen 1 was away, 
Did your Fancy never flray, 
To ſome newer Laver ? 
Polly. ® Without Diſguiſe, 
Heaving Sigbs, . 
Doating Eyes, 
My con/tant Heart Diſcover 
| Fondly let me loll! 155 
Mack. O pretty, pretty Poll. 


P, ally, 
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Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my Dear? 


Mach. Suſpe& my Honour, my Courage, 
ſuſpe & 14 Thing but my Love May m 
Piſtols miſs Fire, and my Mare flip her Shoul- 
der while IJ am purſu'd, if I ever forſake thee! 

_ - Polly. Nay, my Dear, I have no-Reafon'td 
doubt you, for I find in the Romance you lent 
me, none of the great Heroes werte falſe in 
Aix XV. Pray Fair one be kind 
Mach. Ay Heart was fo fret, 
— 55 It rov d like a Bec, by; 

"Till Polly my Paſſion renuited. 

J ſits ee | * 7 

Fchangd every Hour, 
Wop But here every Flower is united. 
Poly. Were you ſentenc'd for Tranſporta- 
tion, ſure my Bowe, you could not leave me 
behind you, could you? _ | 

Mach. Is there any Power, any Force, that 
could tear me from. thee ? You might ſooner 
tear a Penſion out of the Hands of a Courtier, a 
Fee from a Lawyer, a pretty Woman from a 
Looking-glaſs, or any Woman from Quadrille 
but to tear me from thee is impoſſible: 


Alx XVI. Over the Hills and far away. 


Mere I laid on Greenland Coaſt, 
And in ny Arms embrac'd my Laſs; 
Warm amidſt eternal Froſt, 
Too ſoon the balf Tear*s Night would paſs. 
Polly. Were I fold on Indian Sol, 
Soon as the burning Day was clor'd, 


I could mock the ſaltry Toll, 


When 
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ben on my Cbarmer' t Breaſt repss'd. 
Mach. And I would Love you all the Day, 
Polly. Every Night would kiſs and play, 
Mach. If with me you'd fondly ſtray, 
Pally. Over the Hills and far away. 


Ves 1 would go with 4hee. But oh !—how'ſhall 


I ſpeak it ? I muſt be torn from thee We 
muſt part. ; 


Mach, How! part! 


Polly. We muſt, we muſt. My Papa and 
Mama are ſet againſt thy Life. They now, 
ev'n now are in Search of thee. They are pre- 
paring Evidence againſt thee. Thy Life de- 
pends upon a Moment. | 


Aix XVII. Gin thou weit mine awn Thing. 


O what pain it is 49 part 
Can ] leave thee, Can I leave thee ! 
O what pain it is to part ! 
Can thy Polly ever leave thee f | 
But left Death my Lowe ſhould thwart, 
And bring thee to the fatal Cart, 


Thus I tear thee from my bleeding Heart 
Fly hence, and let me leave thee. | 


One Kiſs and then —one Kiſs. begone — fare · 


well. 

Mach. My Hand, my Heart, my Dear, is 
ſo-r'veited to thine, that I cannot unloſe my 
Hold. | 


Polly. But my Papa may intercept thee, and 


then I ſhould loſe the very 'Glimmering ot hope. 

A few Weeks, pcrhaps, may reconcile us all. 

Shall thy Polly, hear from thee? 
Macb. Muſt 1 W go? 


Pall, 
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Polly. And will not Abſence change your 


Love ? 


Macb. If you doubt it let me flay—and he 
hang'd. | 

Polly. Oh, how I fear! How T tremble ! Go, 
but when Safety will give you Lease, you will 
be ſure to ſee me again; for till then Polly, is 
wretched. 


AlR. XVIII. O the Broom, Cc. 


Mach. The Miſer thus a Shilling ſees, 
FLbich he's obliged to pay 
With Sigh's reſigns it by Degrees, 
And fears "tis gone far aye. 
Polly. The Boy, thus, when his Sparrow's flower: 
| The Bird in Silence eyes; 
But ſoon as out of Sight "tis gone, 
Whines, whimpers, ſobs and cries. 


— - 
1 


SCENE. I A Tavern near Newgate. 


IE Murx TwirenER, Crool. finger d Jack, 
WAr DRxeary, Ronin of Bagſhot, Ni u- 
MING NED, Henry PADIN G TON, Mar 
of the Mint, BEN BuDGE, and the reſt of the 
Gang at the Table, with Wine, Brandy and 
Tobacco. ü 


BBl pr'ythee, Matt, what is become of thy 
Brother Tom © I have not ſeen him ſince my 
Return from Tranſportation. | 
Matt. Poor Brother Tom had an Accident this 
Time Twelve Month, and ſo clever a _ 
'el- 
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Fellow he was, that I could not ſave him from 
thoſe fleaing Raſcals the Surgeons; and now 
poor Man, he is among the Otamies at Sur ge- 
ons Hall. 

Ben. So it ſeems, his Time was come. 

Fem. But the preſent Time is ours, and no 
Body alive hath more. Why are the Laws le- 
veldat us? are we more diſhoneſt than the reſt 
of Mankind? What we win Gentlemen, is our 
own by the Laws of Arms, and the Right of 
Conqueſt. 


Crook. Where all we find fuch another Set 


of pract cal Philoſophers, who to a Man are a- 


bove the Fear of Death. 

Wat. Sound Men and true! 

Rabin. Of try'd Courage, and indefatigable 
Induſtry !?! : 

Ned. Who is there here that would not die . 
for his Friend? : | | 

_ Mat. Shew me a Gang of Couttiers that can 
ſay as much. 

Ben. We are for a juft Partition of the World 
for every Man hath a right to enjoy Life. 

Mat. We retrench the Superfluities of Man- 
kind, The World is avaritious, and I hate A- 
varice. A covetous Fellow, like a Jack-daw, 
ſteals what he was never made to enjoy, for the 
ſake of hiding it. Theſe are the Robbers of 
Mankind, for Money was made for the Free- 
hearted and Generous, and where is the Injui 
of taking from another what he hath not the 
Heart to make uſe of ? 

Jem. Our ſeveral Stations for the Day are 
fixt. Good Luck attend us all. Fill the Glafs. 


C 2 AlR 
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Alx XIX. Fill ev'ry Glaſs, Sc. 
Matt. Fill ev ry Glaſs, for Wine inſpires us, 


And fires us, 
With Courage, Love and Foy x; 
Women and Wine fhould Life employ, 
Is there ought elſe on Earth deſirous ® 
Chorus. Fill every Glaſs, &c. 


18: G 
To them, Enter MACHEATH> 


Mach. Gentlemen, well met. My Heart hath 
been with you this Hour; but an unexpected 
Affair hath detain'd me. No Ceremony, IF beg 

ou. 

7: Matt. We were juſt breaking up to go upon 
Duty. Am I to have the Honour of taking the 
Air with you Sir, this Evening vpon the Heath? 
I drink a Dram now and then with the Stage- 
coach- men in the Way of Frietidſbip and Intel- 
ligence ; and I know that about this Time there 
will be Paſſengers upon the Weſtern Road, who 
are worth ſpeaking with. | 

Mach. I was to have been of that Patty—bnt. 

Mat. But what, Sir? N88 

Mach. Is there any Man who fufpeAts my 

G by a 
Matt. We have all deen Witneſſes of it. 
Mich. My Honour and Truth to the Gang ! 
Matt. I'll be anſwerable for it. 

| Mach. In the Diviſion of our Booty, have I 
ever ſhown the leaſt Marks of Avarice or Injuf- 
wee ? | | 

Matt. By theſe Queſtions ſomething ſeems 

to Rave ruffled you. Are any of us ink + x 

ac D. 
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Mach. I have a fixt Confidence, Gentlemen, 
in you all, as Men of Honour, and ſuch I value 
pe reſpe ct you. Peachum is a Man that is uſe- 
ful to us. 

Matt. Is he about to play us any foul Play ? 
I'll ſhoot him through the Head. : 

Mach. I beg, you Gentlemen, act with Con- 
duct and Diſcretion. A Piſtol is your laſt Reſort. 
© Matt. He knows nothing of this Meeting. 

Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him. 
He is a Man that knows the World, and is a 
neceſſary Agent to us. We have had a flight 
Difference, and till it is accommodated I ſhall - 
he obliged to keep out of his Way. Any pri- 
vate Diſpute of mine ſhall-be of no ill Conſe- 
quence to my, Friends. You muſt continue to 
act under his Dire ction. For the Moment we 
break looſe. from him our Gang is-ruin'd. ' 

Matt. As a Bawd to a Whore, I grant you, 
he is to us of great Convenience. 

Mach. Make him believe I have quitted the 
Gang, which I can never do but with Life. At 
our private Quarters I. will continue to meet you. 
A week or fo will probably reconcile us. 

Matt. Vaur Inſtructions ſhall be obſerv'd. 
Tis now high Time for us to repair to our ſeve- 
ral Duties; ſo till the Evening at our Quarters 

in Moor fields we bid you fare wel. 1 

Macb. I ſhall wiſh myſelf with you. Succeſs 

attend you. [Sits-down Malancholy at the Table. 


Alx XX. March in Rinaldo, with Drums and 
Trumpets. 


Matt. Let us take the Road, 
Hark ! I hear the Sound of Coaches ! 
„ | The 
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The Hour of Attaek approus bes, 
To your Arms, brave Boys, and load. 
See the Ball I bold! + 
Let the Chymiſts tail like Aſſes, 
Our Fire their Fire ſurpalſes, 
And turns all tbeir Lead to Geld. 


[The Gang, rang'd in the Front of the Stage, 

load their Piſtols, and ſtick them under theit 

Girdles; then go off ſinging the firſt Part in 
Chorus. 


SCENE Il. 
Mach Ark, Drawer. 


Mach. What a Fool is a fond Wench ! Polly, 
is moſt confoundedly bit love the Sex. And 
a Man who loves Money, might be as well con- 
tented with one Guinea, as I with one Woman. 
The Town perhaps hath been as much oblig'd 
to me, for recruiting it with Free hearted Ladies 
as to any recruiting Officer in the Army. If it 
were not for us and the other Gentlemen of the 
Sword, Drury-Lane would be uninhabited. 


Aix XXI. Would you have a young Virgin S 


Tf the Heart of a Man is depreſt with Cares, 
The Miſt ir diſpelPd when a Woman appears ; 
Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſbe froretly, ſweetly, 
Raiſes the Spirit; and Charms our Ears. 
Rofer and Lillter ber Cheeks diſcloſe, 
But ber Lips are more ſweet than thoſe. 
r | 
Careſs her 
With. Bliſſes 
Her Kiſſes I 
Difſebve us in Pleaſure, and ſeft * 


muſt 
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I muſt have Women. There is nothing un- 
bends the Mind like them. Money is not ſo ſtrong 
a Cordial for the Time. Drawer. [Enter Draw- 
er.] Is the Porter gone for all the Ladies, accor- 
ding to my Directions. 

Draw. I expect him back every Minute. But 
you know Ser, you ſent him as far as Hockley in 
the Hole for three of the Ladies, for one in Vi- 
negar-Yard, and for the reſt of them ſomewhere 
about Lewk ner*s-Lane. Sure ſome of them are 
below, for I hear the Bar Bell. As they come 1 
will ſhew them up. Coming, Coming. 


S c EN E IV. 


MaAchE Ark, Mrs. CoAx RR, Dolly TRUEL 
Mrs. Vixen, BETTY Doxy, JE NN 
Diver, A-. SLAMEKIN, SUKY Taw- 
DRY, and MOLLY BRAZEN' | 


Mach. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome. 
You look charmingly To-day. I hope you 
don't want the Repairs of Quality, and lay on 
Paint—Dolly Trul! ? Kiſs me you Slut; are you 
as amorous as ever Huſſy? You are always fo 
taken up with ſtealing Hearts, that you don't 
allow yourſelf Time to ſteal any thing elſe. Ah 
Dolly, thou wilt ever be a Coquette—Mrs. Viæ- 
en, I'm yours, I always lov'd a Woman of Wit 
and Spirit; they make charming Miſtte ſſes, but 
plaguy Wives—Betty Doxy ! Come hither, Huſ- 
ſy, do you drink as hard as ever? You had bet- 
ter ſtick to good wholeſome Beer, for in Troth, 
Betty, ſtrong-waters will in Time ruin your 


Conſtitution. You ſhould leave thoſe to 3 
2 Us 


— x . ——— —— ————æę 5 


— — —— - 
— 2, Coen > — — — * 


— p pe . 
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Betters.— What and my pretty Tus Diver tool 
as prim and demure as ever] There is not any 
Prude, though ever ſo high. bred, hath a more 
fanQify'd Look, with a more miſchievous Heart. 
Ah! thou art a dear, artful Hypocrite—Mrs. 
Slamekin ] as careleſs and Genteel as ever! All 
you fine Ladies, who know your own Beaut 
affect an undreſs—But ſee, here's Suky Tawdry 
come to contradict what I was ſaying. Every 


Thing ſhe gets one Way ſhe lays out upon her 


Back. Why Suky, you muſt keep at leaſt a. Do- 
zen Tally men. Molly Brazen I She kiſſes bim.] 
That's well done. I love a free hearted Wench. 
Thou haft a moſt agreeable Aſſurance Girl, and 
art as willing as a Turtle —But hark, I hear 
Mufick. The Harper is at the Door. / Mu- 
ſick. be the Food of Love, play on. Fer you ſeat 
yourfelves Ladies, what think you of a Dance ? 
Come in [Enter Harper.] Play the French Tune, 
that Mrs. Slamekin was ſo fond of! 5 


7 [4 Dance a-la-ronde in the French Manner; 
near the End of it this Sang. Chorus. 


Air XXII Cotillion. 


r outh's the Seaſon made for Foys, 
Love is then our Duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves ber Beeuty, 
8 Lets be gay, 
Wile we may, 
Beauty's a Flower, defpis'd in decay. 
Toutb's the Seaſon, &c. 
Let us drink and ſport To- day, 
Ours is not To-morrow, 


Love with Youth flies ſwift away, 


Age 
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Age is nought but Sorrow. 
Dance and Sing, _ 
| Time's on the Wing, 1 
Life never knows the a ov 4% 
| et us drink, &c. 


Mach. Now pray Ladies, take your 
here Fellow, (pays tbe Harper. Bid the Drawer 
bring us more Wine, Exit Harper.) It any of 
the Ladies chuſe Gin, I hope they will be fo 
free as to call for it. | 
Jonny: You look as if you meant me. Wine 
is ſtrong enough for me. Indeed Sir, I never 
drink Strong- waters but when I have the Cholic. 
Mach. Juſt the Excuſe of the fine Ladies : 
Why a Lady of Quality is never without the 
Cholic. I hope Mrs. Conæer you have had good 
Succeſs of late in your Viſits among: the: Mere 
CETS. ? \ 1 \ + 
Coax. We have ſo many Interlopers— Vet 
with Induſtry, one may ſtill have a little picking 
I carried a Silver flower'd Luteſtring, and a piece 
of black Paduaſoy to Mr. Pracbums Lock but 
laſt Week. 
Vix. There's Melly Brazen hath the Ogle of 
a Rattle-Snake. She rivetted a Linen draper's 
Eye fo faſt upon her, that he was nick'd of 
three Pieces of Cambrick before he could look off. 
Braz. Oh, dear Madam — But fure nothing 
can come up to Un handling of Laces! And 
then you have ſuch a ſweet deluding Tongue! 
To cheat a Man is nothing; But the Woman 
muſt have fine parts indeed to cheat a Woman. 
Vix. Lace, Madam, hes in a ſmall Compaſs, 
and is of eaſy Conveyance. But you are apt 
14 Madam 
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Madam, to think too well of your Friends. 

Coax. If any Woman hath more Art than 
another, to be ſure, *tis Jenny Diver. Though 
her Fellow be never ſo agreeable, ſhe.. can pick 
his pocket as cooly, as if Money were her only 
Pleaſure. now that is Command of the Paſhons 
uncommon in a Woman! | 

Jenny. I never go to the Tavern with a Man 
but in the View of Buſineſs. I have other Hours 
and: other Sort of Men for my Pleaſure. But 
had I your Addreſs, Madam.— 

Mach. Have done with your Compliments, 
Eadies, and drink about:: You are not ſo fond 
of me, Jenny, as you uſed to be. | 

Jenny. Tis not Convenient, Sir, to ſhew my 
Fondneſs among ſo- many Rivals. *Tis your 
own Choice, and not the Warmth of my Incli- 
nation that will determine you. 12 x 


Air XXIII. All in a miſty Morning, Fc. 


Before the Barn- door crowing, 
The Cock by Hens attended, 
His Eyes around bim throwing, 
Stands for a while ſuſpended. 
Then one be ſingles from the Crew, 
And cbears the bappy Hen; | 
With bow do you do, and how do you do. 
And bow do you do again. 


Mach. Ah, Nia Thou art a dear Slut. 
ir Pray Madam, were you ever in keep- 
ing 
Tawd. I hope Madam, I ha'nt been fo long 
upon the Town, but I have met with ſome good 
Fortune as well as my Neighbours. 
Trul. Pardon me Madam, I mean no Harm 


by 
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by the Queſtion; *twas only in the way of 
Converſation. 

Tawd. Indeed Madam, if I had not been a 
Fool, I might have liv'd very handſomely with 
my laſt Friend, but upon his miſſing five Gui- 
neas, he turn'd me off. Now I never ſuſpeQed 
he counted them. | ; 

Slam. Who do you look upon Madam, as 
your beſt Sort of Keepers ? 

Trul. That Madam, is thereafter as the y be. 

Slam. I Madam, was once kept by a Jew; 
and bating their Religion; to Women they are 
a good ſort of People. 


Tawd. Now for my part, Townl like an old 


Fellow, for we always make them pay for what 
they can't do. 

Vis. A ſpruce Prentice, let me tell you, La- 
dies, is no ill Thing, They Bleed freely, I 
have ſent at leaſt two or three Dozen ofthem in 
my Time to the Plantations. 

Jenny. But, to be ſure, Sir, with ſo much 
good Fortune as you have had upon the Road, 
you muſt be grown immenſely rich. | 

Mach. The Road indeed, hath done me Juſ- 
tice, but the Gaming-table hath been my Ruin, 


Alix XXIV. When once I lay with another 
Man's Wife, &c. 


Jen. The Gameſters and Lawyers are Juglers alike 


If they med4dle your all is in Danger ; 
Like Gypſies if once they can finger a Souſe, 
Your Pocket they fick, and they pilfer your 
Houſe, 
And give your Eſtate to a Stranger. 
A Man of Courage ſhould never put any Thing 
| — to 


— ' eee 
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to the Riſque but his Lite. Iheſe are the Tools 
of a Man of Honour. Cards and Dice are on 
fit for Cowardly Cheats who prey upon their 
Friends. | | 
(She:takes up bis Piſtol, Tawdry takes up the oi bar 
Tawd. This, Sir, is fitter for your Hand, 
Be ſides your Loſs of Money, *tis a Loſs to the 
Ladies. Gaming takes you off from Women. 
How fond could 1 be of you ! but before Compa- 
ny, 'tis ill bred. | | 
Mach. Wanton Huſſies! 
Jen. I muſt and will have a Kiſs to give my 
Wine a Zeſt. | 5 
(bey take him abaut the Neck, and make Signs te 
Peachum and Conflables, who ruſh in upon bim.) 


SCENE V. 
To them PEACHUM, an Conſtables. 


Peach. I ſeize you, Sit, as my Priſoner. 
Mach. Was this well done Jenny? —- Womens 
ate Decoy Ducks; who can truſt them? Beaſts, 
Jades, Jilts, Harpies, Furies, Whores! 
Peach. Your Caſe, Mr. Macbeatbh is not par- 
ticular. The greateſt Heroes have been ruined 
by Women. But to do them Juſtice, I muft 
own they are pretty Sort of Creatures if we could 
truſt them. Vou muſt now, Sir take your leave 
ok the Ladies, and if they have a Mind to make 
ou a Viſit, they will be ſure to find you at 
3 The Gentleman, Ladies, Lodges in 
Newgate, Conſtables wait upon the Captain to 
his Lodgings | 
AkRx XXV. When firſt I laid Siege to my 
Chloris, Dc. | 3 
| Mach. 
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Mach. A the. Tree 1 ſpall ſuffer with Pleaſure, 
At the Tree I ſball ſuffer with Pleaſure, 


Let me go where I will, 
In all Kinds of Ill, 
I ſhall find no ſuch Furies as theſe are. 


Peach. Ladies, I'll take Care the Reckoning 
ſhall be diſcharg'd. L | 


(Ex. Macheath, guarded with Peachum and 
ky Conſtabels. n 


SCENE VI. 


The Wemen remain. 


Vis. Look, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. Pra- 


chum may have made a private Bargain with 
you and Sucky Tawdry fot betraying the Cap- 
tain, as we are all aſſiſting, we ought all to ſhare 
alike. * 

Coax, I'think Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an 
Acquaintance, might have truſted me as well 
as Jenny Diver. 

Slam. I am ſure at leaſt three Men of his 
hanging, and in a Yea!'s Time too, (if he did 
me Fulkice) ſhould be ſet down to my Account. 
Trul. Mrs. Sl/amekir,, that is not fair. For 
you know one of them was taken in Bed with me. 
Fenny. As for a Bowl of Punch or a Treat, I 
believe Mrs. Suky will join with me.—As for 


any Thing elſe Ladies, you cannot in Conſęi- 


ence expeQ it. 
Slam. Dear Madam. | 
Trul. I wonld not for the World 
Slam. *Tis impoſſible for me 
Trul. As J hope to be ſav'd, Madam. 
Slam. Nay then I GG here all Night.— 


Trul. 
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Trul. Since you command me. ' 
(Exeunt with great Ceremony. 


| SCENE VII. Newgate 
Lecxir, Turnkeyr, MACHEATH, Conflables 


Lock. Noble Captain, you are welcome. You 
have not been a Lodger of mine this Year and 
Half. You know the Cuſtom, Sir, Garniſh, 
Captain Garniſh, Hand me down thoſe Fet- 
ters there. 

Mach, Thoſe, Mr. Lyckit, ſeems to be the 
heavieſt of the whole Set. With your Leave, 
J ſhould like the further pair better. 

Loch. Look ye Captain, we know what is fit- 
teſt for-our Priſoners. When a Gentleman uſes 
me with Civility, I always do the beſt I can ic, 
pleaſe him Hand them down, I ſay—We 
have them of all prices, from one Guinea to ten, 
and *ts fitting every Gentleman ſhould pleaſe 
himſelf. LP 

Mach. I underſtand you Sir, (gives Money.) 
The Fees are ſo exorbitant, that few Fortunes 
can bear the Expence of getting off handſomely, 
or of dying like a Gentleman. | 

Lock. Thoſe I ſee, will fit the Captain better 
Take down the further pair. Do but examine 
them Sir,. Ne ver was better Work—How gen- 
teely they are made — They will fit as caſy as 


à Glove, and the niceſt Man in England might 


not be aſhamed to wear them ( He puts on the 
Chains.) If I had the beſt Gentleman in the 
Land in my Cuſtody, I could not equip him 
more handiomely. And ſo Sir, — I now leave 
you to your private Mcditations. 

LE SCENE. 


* 
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SCENE VIII. 
MAcutATH. 


Alx XXVI. Courtiers, think it no harm, Ce. 


Man may eſcape from Rape and Gun, 
Nay, fome have out-liv'd the Docter: Pill; 
Who takes a I oman muſt be undone, 
Thot Baſiliſt is ſure to kill. 
The Fly that y Treacle is loft in the ſweets, 
So he that tafles Woman, Woman, Woman, 
He that taſtes Woman, Ruin meets. 


To what a woful Plight have I brought myſelf! 


Here muſt I (all Day long, till I am hang'd) 


be confin'd to hear the Reproaches of a Wench 
who lays her Ruin at my doo II am in the 
Cuſtody of het Father, and ts be ſure if he know 
the Matrer, I ſhall have a fine Time on't be- 
twixt this and my Execution But I promis'd 
the Wench Marriage=——W hat 4 ha a Pro» 
miſe to a Woman? Does not a Man in Marr 
age itſelf promiſe a Hundred Things that he 
never means to perform? Do all we can, Wo- 
men will believe us; for they look upon a Pro- 
mife as an excuſe for following their own Ineli- 


nations.——But here comes Lucy, and I can- 


net get from her Wou'd I were deaf. 
SCENE IX. 
MACHEATH, Lucy. 


Lucy. You baſe Man you— bew can you 
look me inthe Face atter what hath paſt between 
us? — See here, perfidious Wretch, how lam. 
fore'd to bear about the Load of Infamy you 

8 have 


„ 
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have laid upon me——O Macheath thou haſt 


robb'd me of my Quiet to ſee thee tortur'd. 
would give me Pleaſure. | 


Air XXVI. A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, 2 


Thus when a good Huſwife ſees, a Rat, : 
In her Trap in the Morning taken, 
With Pleaſure ber Heart goes pit a pat, 
In Revenge of ber Leſs of Bacon 
Then ſhe throws him. 
To the Dog or Cat, 
To be worried, eruſb'd or ſbaken. 


Mach. Have you no Bowels, no Tenderneſs, 
my dear Lucy, to ſee a Huſband in hole Cir- 


| cumſtances d 


Lucy A Huſband ! 
Mach. In every Refpca but the 8 and 


that my Dear may be ſaid over us at any Time. 


Friends ſhould not infiſt __ n Ceremonies. From 
a Man of Honour, his Word is as yood as his 
Bond. 

Lucy. Tis the Pleaſure vf all you fave Men 
to inſult the Women you have ruin d. 


Ain XXVII. "Twas when the Sea was roar- 
ing, Cc. 


How cruel are the Traytors, 
Who lie and ſwear in j e, 

To cheat ungua rded Creatures, 
Of Virtue, Fame and reſt; 

| Whoever ſteals a Shilling, 
ro Shame the Guilt conceal; ; 

In Love the perj ur d Villain, 
With Boaſts the Theft reveals. 


Mach. The very firſt Opportunity, my Dear, 


have 
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(have but patience) you ſhall be my Wife i 
whatever Manner you pleaſe. | 3 
Lucy. Infinuating Monſter | And fo erty 
] know nothing of the Affair of Miſs Polly Pea- 
chu could tear thy Eyes out | 

Mach. Sure, Lucy, you can't be ſuch a Fool 
asto be jealous of Polly! | 

Lucy. Ate you not married to her you Brute 

ou ? 

; Mach. Married? Very good. The Wench 
Fives it out only to vex thee, and to ruin me in 
thy good Opinion. Tis true; I go to the 
Houſe ; I chat with the Girl, I kiſs her, I ſay a 
thouſand Things to her (as all Gentlemen do) 
that mean nothing, to divert myſelf: And now _ 
the filly Jade hath ſet it about that I am married 
to her, my dear Lucy, theſe violent Pafſions may 
be of ill Conſequence to a Woman in your Con- 
dition. . 

Lucy. Come, come, Captain, for all your 
Aſſurance, you know that Miſs. Pally hath put 
it out of your Power to do me the Juſtice you 
promis'd me. | 

Mach. A jealous Woman believes every thing 
her Paſſion ſuggeſts. To convince you of m 
Sincerity, if we can find the Ordinary, I ſhall 
have no Scruples of making you my Waite ; and 
I know the Conſequence of having two at a time. 

Lucy. That you are only to be hang'd and fo 
get rid of them both. f 

Mach 1 am ready, my Dear Lucy, to give 
ou Satisfaction, if you think there is any in 

arriage— What can a Man of Honour ſay 


more ? | 
D 3 Lucy, 
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Lucy. So then it ſeems, you are not married 
to Mifs Pally: 

Mach. You know, Lucy, the Girl is prodi- 
giouſlly conceited. No man can ſay a civil thing 
to her, but (like other fine Ladies) her Vanity 
makes her think he's her own for ever and ever. 


Air XXIX. The Sun had loos'd his weary 

| Teams, Oc. | 

The firſt Time at the Looking-glaſs, 
The Mother ſets her Daughter, 

The Image firikes the ſmiling Laſs 
With Selſ-love ever after. 

Each Time ſhe looks, ſbe fonder grows, 
Thinks ev'ry charm grows flronger : 

But alas ! vain Maid, all Eyes but your own, 
Can ſee you are not Younger. 


When Women conſider their own Beauties, 
they are all alike unreaſonable in their Demands 
for they expect their Lovers ſhould like them as 
long as they like themſelves. | 
Lucy. Yonder is my Father — perhaps this 
Way we may light upon the Ordinary, who 
ſhall try if you will be as good as your word, for 
I long to be made an honeſt Woman. 


SCENE X. 
PR Ac hun, Lockir, with an Account Book. 


Lock. In this Affair, Brot her Peachum, we are 


agreed. You have agreed to go halves in 
Aa beat b. | 


Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an Ex- 


ecution— But as to that Article, pray how ſtands 
our laſt Year's Account. 


Lyck, 


— 
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Lock. If you will run your Eye over it, you'l 
find *tis fair and clearly Gated. © hanger 
Pea b. This long Arrear of the Government 
is very hard upon us | Can it be expeQted that 
we ſhould hang our Acquaintance for nothing, 
when our Betters will hardly ſave theiis witheut 
being paid for it. Unleſs the People in Employ- 
ment pay better, I promiſe them for the future, 
I ſhall let other Rogues live beſides their own. 

Lack- Perhaps Brother, they are afraid theſe 
Matters may be carried too far. We are treated 
too by them with Contempt, as if our Profeſſion 
was not Reputable | 

Peach. In one Reſpect indeed, our Employ- 
ment may be reckon 'd diſhoneſt, becauſe like 
great Stateſmen, we encourage thoſe wha betray 
their Friends. | | 

Lock Such Language, Brother, any where 
elſe, might turn to your Prejudice. Learn to be 
more guarded, I beg you. | 


Aix XXX. How happy are we, Ye. 
When you cenſure the Age, = 


Be cautious and ſage, | 
Left the Courtiers offended ſhould be; 

If you mention Vice or Bribe, 

*Tis ſo pat to all the Tribe, q 
Each eries——that was levelPd at me. j 


Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's Name, I 
ſee. Sure Brother Lockit there was a little un- 
fair Proceeding in Ned's Caſe; for he told me in 
the condemn'd Hold, that for Value received, 


you had promis'd him a Seſſion or two longer 
without Moleſtation. 


Lack. 
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Lock, Mr. Peachum,—this is the firſt time my 
Honour was call'd in Queſtion, 

Peach. Buſineſs is at an End—If once we act 
diſhonourably. _ 

Lick. Who accuſes me? 

Peach. You arc warm, Brother. 

Lock. He that attacks my Honour, attacks 
my Livelyhood—And this uſage—Sir,—is not 
to be borne. 

Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak—I 
muſt tell you too, that Mrs. Coexer charges 
you with defrauding her of her Information Mo- 
_ ney, for the apprehending of curl-pated Hugh. 

Indeed, — Brother, we muſt punctually pay 
our Spies, or we ſhall have no Intormation. 

Lick. Is this Language to me Sirrah—who 
have ſav'd you from the Gallows, Sirrah, [Col- 
laring each other.) ; 
| Peach. If 1 am hang'd it ſhall be for ridding 
the World of an errant Raſcal. 

Lock. This Hand ſhall do the Office of the 
Halter you deſerve, and throttle you, you Dog! 

Peach. Brother, Brother,— we are beth 
in the Wrong—— We ſhall be both Loſers in 
the Diſpute, for you know we have it in our 
Power to hang each other, You ſhould not be 
fo paſhonate. 

Lock. Nor you fo provoking. 

Peach. Tis our mutual Intereſt ; *tis for the 
Intereft of the World we ſhould agree. III ſaid 
any Thing, Brother, to the prejudice of your 
Character, I aſk Pardon. 

Lock. Brother Peacbum— I can ſorgive as 
well as refent=—Gime me your Hand, Suſpi- 
cion does not become a Friend. 


Peaeh. 
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Peach. I only meant to give you occaſion to 
juſtify yourſelf: but I muſt now ſtep Home, for 
expect the Gentleman about this Snuff Box, 
that Filch, nim'd two Nights ago in the Park. 
I appointed him at this Hour. 


SCENE XL. 
_ Locxir, Lucy. 


Lack. Whence come you Huſſy? | 
Lucy. My Tears might anſwer that Queſtion. 
Lock. You have then been whimpering and 
fondling, like a Spaniel, over the Fellow that 
has abus'd you. £2004 N 
Lucy. One can't help Love; one can't cure it. 
"Tis not in my power to ohey you, and hate him. 
Lock. Learn to beat your Huſband's Death, 
| like a reaſonable Woman. Tis not the Faſhi- 
on, now-a-lays, ſo much as to affect Sorrow 
upon theſe Occaſions, No Woman would ever 
marty, if ſhe had not the Chance of Mortality 
for her Releaſe. AQ like a Woman of Spirr, 
Huſſy, and thank your Father for what he is 
doing. e 3 
Alx XXXI. Of a noble race was Shinkin.. 


Lucy. Is then bis Fate decreed, Sir? 
Such « Man can I think of quitting ? 
When firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 
O ſee bow my Heart is ſplitting! - 


Lock. Look ye, Lucy— There is no ſaving 
him—80 I think, you muſt even do like other 
Widows—Buy yourſelt Weeds, and be cheerful. 

| OP Alx. 
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| AIR XX XII. 
Lon ll think &er many Days enſue, 
This Sentence not ſevere ; 
I bang your Huſband, Child, "tis true, 
But with him bang your Gare, 
T wang dang dillo dee. 


Like a good Wife, go moan over your dying 
Huſband. That Child, is your Duty—Confi- 
der Girl, you can't have the Man and the Mo- 
ney too ſo make yourſelf as eaſy as you can, 
dy getting all you can from him. 


SCENE XI. 
Lucy, MacutAaTHa-. 


Tucy. D the Otdinary was out of the 
way to day, I hope my Dear, you will, upon 
the firſt Oppoitunity, quiet my Scruples— Oh 
Sir — my Father's Heart is not to be ſoſten' d 
and I am in the utmoſt Deſpair. 

- Math. But if I could raiſe a ſmall Sum, would 
not twemy Guineas think you, move him? Of 
all the Arguments in the Way of Bufmeſs, the 
Perquifite is the moſt ptevaling Vour Father's 
Perquiſites for the Eſcape of Priſoners muſt a+ 
mount to a confiderable Sum in the Year. Mo- 


ney well tim'd, and properly apply'd will do 


any Thing. 
Alx XXXIII. London Ladies. 
I you at an Office ſolicit your Due 
And would mat have Mat ters neglefied, - 
You muſt quicken the Clerk wito the perguifite 


| | 40%, 5 
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Or would you the Frowns of a Lady prevent, 

Sbe too has this palpable Failing, 
The P.rquiſite ſofte im ber into Cenſent; 
T hat Reaſon with all is frevailing. 

Lucy. What Love or Money can do ſhall be 
done: For all my Comfort depends upon your 
Safety. 

SCENE XIII. 


Lucey, MACHEATH, POLLY. 


Pally. Where is my dear Huſhand? was a 
Rope ever intended for his Neck! O let me 
throw my Arms about it, and throttle thee with 
Love Why doſt thou turn away from me? 
Tis thy Polly "Tis thy Wife. 

Mach. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate Raſcal 
as Jam? | 

Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another Villain? 

Polly. O Macheath ! was it for this we parted? 
Taken, Impriſoned, Try'd, Hang'd,——cruel 
Reflection I'll ſtay with thee till Death, — no 
Force ſhall tear thy dear Wife from thee now. 
What means my Love? Not one kind Word | 
Not one kind Look! Think what thy Pally ſuf- 
fers to ſee thee in this Condition. 


Alx XXXIV. All in the Downs, c. 


Thus when the Swallow, ſcebing Prey, 
Within the Saſh is cloſely pent, 
His Conſort with bemoaning Lay, 
Without ſits pining- for tb' Event, 
Her chatt'ring Lovers all around ber ſtim. 
She beeds them not, (fteor Bird) ber Saul's wib bin. 


Ma b. I muſt diſown her. [aſide] The Wench 
is diſtracted. 


2 Lucy. 
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Lucy. Am I then bilk'd of my Virtue ? Can 
I have no Reparation ? Sure Men were born to 
| lye, and Women to believe them! O Villain! 
Villain! ; | A 
Polly. Am not I thy Wife? — Thy neglect of 
me, thy Averſion to me too ſeverely proves it. 
Look on me, Tell me, am not I thy Wife? 
Lucy. Prefidious Wretch. 
Polly. Barbarous Huſband. | 
Lucy. Hadſt thou been hang'd five Months 
ago, | had been happy. 
Polly. And ] too, if you had been kind to me 
*till Death, it would not have vex'd me And 
that's no very unreafonable Requeſt, (though 
from a Wife) to a Man who has not above ſe- 
ven or eight Days to live. 
Lucy. Art thou then married to another? Hat 
thou two Wives, Monſter ? 
Mach. If Women's Tongues can ceaſe for an 


Anſwer hear me. 
Lucy. IJ won't —Fleſh and Blood can't bear 
my Uſage. 


1 Polly. Shall I not claim my own ? Juſtice bids 
[= me ſpeak. | N 
Al RXV, Have = heard of a frolickſome 
itt y. h 
Mach. How happy could I be with either, 
| Were t'ather dear Charmer away ; 
But while you thus teize me together, 
1 To neit ber a Mord will I jay; 
8 -, But fols. .d# rol; Fee: 


Polly. Sure my Dear, there ought to be ſome 

Preference ſhown to a Wife ! At leaſt ſhe ma 
claim the Appearance of it. He mult be dil. 
| trated 


_—_ 7 0 vv.” 


The Beggar's Opera. 49 


traded with his Misfortunes, or he could not 
uſe me thus! 

Lucy. O Villam, Villian ! thou haſt decei- 
ved me I could even inform againſt thee with 
Pleaſure. Not a Prude wiſhes more teartily tohav© 
Facts againſt her intimate Acquaintance, than 
now wiſh to have FaQs againſt thee. I would 
have her Satisfaction, and they ſhould all out. 


Air XXXVI. Iriſh Trot. 


Polly. Pm bubbled, | 

Lucy. ———Pm bubbled. 

Polly. O how I am troubled ! 

Lucy. Bambouzled, and bit] 

Polly. My Diſtreſſes are doubled. 

Lucy. Mben you come to the Tree, ſtould the 
Hangman refuſe, 

Theſe Fingers with Pleaſure ſhould faſten the 

Nooſe ! 


Polly. I'm bubbled, &c. 


Mach. Be pacified, my dear Lucy, — This! 
all a Fetch ot Polly's to —— me e with 
you in caſe I get off. If IJ am hang'd, ſhe would 
fain have the Credit of being thought to be my 
Widow-—Really, Polly, this is no time for a 
Diſpute of this ſort 3 for whenever you are talking 
of Marriage, I am thinking of Hanging. 

Polly. And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in 
diſowning me ? | 

Mach. And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in 
perſwading me that I am mam ied? Why Polly, 
doſt thou ſeek to aggravate my Misfortunes ? 

Lucy. Really, Miſs Peachum, you but expoſe 
yourſelf. Be ſides tis barbarous in you to worry 
a Gentleman in his Circumſtances. 


E AIR. 
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Alx XXXVII. 
Polly. Ceaſe your Funning ; 


Force or Cunning 
Never ſball my Heart trepan ; 
All theſe Sallies 
Are but Malice, 
To ſeduce my conſtant Man. 
?Tis moſt certain, 
By their flirting, 
Wemen of bave Envy ſbewn 
Pleas'd te ruin 
Others wooing ; 
Never happy-in their own. 


Lucy Decency, Madam, methinks might 
teach you to behave yourſelf with ſome Reſerve 
with the Huſband, while his Wife is preſent. 

Mach. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying 
the Joke a little too far. ; 

Lucy. If you are determin'd, Madam, to raiſe 
a Diſturbance in the Priſon, I ſhall be oblig'd to 
fend for the Turnkey to ſhew you the Door. I 
am ſorry Madam, you force me to be ſo ill bred. 

Polly. Give me leave to tell you, Madam, 


theſe forward Airs don't become you in the leaſt 


Madam. And my Duty Madam, obkges me 
to ſtay with my Huſband Madam. 
Aix XXXVIII. Good morrow Goſſip Joan. 
Lucy. Why baw now, Madam Flirt; 
If you thus muſt chatter ; 
And are for flinging Dirt, 
Let's try who beſt can ſpatter, 


Madam Flirt ! 
Polly. by bow naw, ſaucy Falle; 

| Sure the Wench is tipſy; 5 
| How 
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How can you ſee me made (To him 


The Scoff of ſuch a Gipſy ? 
Saucy Fade! (To her. 


SCENE XIV. 


Lucyt, MAacnuEtAaTH, Potty, PEACHUM. 


Peach. Where's my Wench? Ah Huſſy ! 
Huſſy Come you home, you Slut; and when 
your Fellow is hang'd, hang yourſelf, to make 
your Family ſome Amends. . 

Polly. Dear, dear Father, do not tear me 
from him ! muſt ſpeak; I have more to ſay to 
him—Oh ! twiſt thy Fetters about me, that he 
may not haul me from thee . 

each. Sure all Women are alike | If ever 
they c-nmit one Folly, — are ſure to commit 
another by expoſing themſelves—Away—Not a 
Word more - Vou are my Priſoner now, Huſſy. 


AlR XXXIX. Iriſh Howl. 


Polly. No power on Earth can &er divide, 
The Knot that ſacred Love hath ty'd. 
Aden Parents draw againſt our Mind, 
The true -love's Knit they faſter bind. 
Ob, ab ray, ob Amborab—ob, ob, ob, &c. 
{Holding Macbeath, Peachum pulling her.] 


SCENE XV. 
Lucy, MACHEATH-. 


Mach. I am naturally compaſſionate Wife, ſo 
that I could not uſe the Wench as ſhe deſerv'd ; 
which made you at firſt ſuſpe& there was ſome- 
thing in what ſhe ſaid. 


E 2 Lucy. 
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| 8 Indeed my Dear, I was ſtrangely puz- 
Zled. , 
Mach. If that had been the Caſe, her Father 
would never have brought me into this Circum- 
ſtance—No, Lucy I had rather die than be 
falſe to thee. 

Lucy. How happy am I, if you ſay this from 
your Heart | For I love thee fo, that I could 
ſooner bear to ſee thee hang'd than in the Arms 
of another. 

Mach. But couldſt thou bear to ſee me hang'd. 

Lucy. O Macheath, I can never live to ſee 
that Day. 
| Mach. You ſee Lucy, in the Account of Love 
vou are in my Debt, and you muſt.now be con- 
vinc'd, that I rather chuſe to die than be ano- 
ther's—Make me, if poſſible, love thes more, 
and let me owe my Life to thee—lf you refuſe to 
aſſiſt me, Peachum and your Father will immedi- 
ately put me beyond all Means of Eſcape. 

Lucy. My Father I know hath been drinking 
hard with the Priſoners, and I fancy he is now 
taking his Nap in his own Room—— It I can 
18 the Keys, ſhall 1 go off with thee, my 

car 

Mach. If we are together, *twill be impoſſible 
to lye conceal'd. As ſoon as the Search begins 
to be a little cool, I will ſend to thee. Till 
then my Heart is thy Priſoner. 

Lucy. Come then, my dear Huſband, owe 
thy Life to me——and though you love me not, 
be grateful—But that Polly runs in my Head 
ſtrangely. | | 

Mach. A Moment of Time may make us un- 
happy for ever. 

Alix. 
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Air XL. The Leſs of Patie's Mill, Cc. 


Lucy. I ite the Fox ſhall grieve, 

Whoſe Mate bad left her Side. 
Whom Hounds, from Morn to Eve, 

Chaſe oer the Country wide. 
Where can my Loder bide © 

Where cheat the wary Pack? 
Love be not bis Guide, 

He never will come back. 


18 . 


SCENE I. Newgate 
LockiT, Lucy. 


Lack. O be ſure Wench, you muſt have 

been aiding to help him to his E- 
cape . 
Lucy. Sir, here hath been. Peachum 'and his 
Daughter Poly, and to be ſure they know the 
Ways of Newgate as well as if they had been 
born and bred in the Place all their Lives. Why 
mult all your Suſpicion light upon me? 

Lock. Lucy, Lucy, T will have none of theſe 
ſhuffling Anſwers. 
Lucy. Well then If I know any thing of 
him, I wiſh I may be burnt. I do—And what 
can I ſay more to convince you ? 

Lack. Did he tip handſomely ?—How much 
did he come down with? Come Hufly, don't 
cheat your Father, and I ſhall not be angry 
with you—Perhaps my have made a better Bar- 


guin 
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gain with him than I could have done How 
much, my good Girl ? 
Lucy. You know Sir, I ama fond of him, and 
would have given Money to have kept him with 
me. 
Lock. Ah Lucy ! thy Education might have 
put thee more upon thy Guard; fora Girl in 
the Bar of an Ale-houſe is always beſieg'd. 
Lucy. Dear Sir, mention not my Education, 
for 'twas to that I owe my Ruin. 


Alx XLI. If Love's a ſweet Paſhon, &c. 


When young at the Bar you firſt taught me to ſcore, 
And hid me be free of my Lips, and no more; 

1 was kiſs'd by the Parſon, the Squire and the Set, 
When the Gueſt was departed the Kiſs was forget. 
But his Kiſs was fo ſwzet, and ſo cloſely he preſt, 
That I languiſb'd and pin'd till I granted the reſt. 


If you can forgive me Sir, I will make a fair 
Confeſſion, for to be ſure he hath been a moſt 
barbarous Villain to me. | 

Lock. And ſo you have let him eſcape, Huſly 
Have you ? | | 

Lucy. When a Woman lover, a kind look, a 

tender Word can perſwade her to any Thing— 
And I could aſk no other Bribe. 
Lock. Thou wilt always be a vulgar Slut, Lucy 
If you would not be looked upon as a Fool, 
you. ſhould never do any Thing but upon the 
Foot of Intereſt. Thoſe that act otherwife are 
their own Bubbles. 

Lucy. But Love, Sir, is a Misfortune that 
may happen to the moſt diſcreet Woman, and 
in Love we are all Fools alike. Not withſtand- 
ing all he ſwore, I am now fully convinc'd that 

| | | Polly. 
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Polly Peachum is actually his Wife. — Did I let 
him Eſcape, (Fool that I was) to go to her |— 
Pally will wheedle © herſelf into his Money, and 
then Peachum will hang him, and cheat us both. 
Lack. Sol am to be ruined, becauſe forſooth, 
you muſt be in Love Ia very pretty Excuſe ! 
Lucy. I could murder that impudent happy 
Strumpet :—1I gave him his Life, and that Crea- 


ture enjoys the Sweets of it=—Ungrateful 
Macheath. * 


Air XLII. South-Sea Ballad: 


My Love is all Madneſs and Felly, 
Alone I hye, 
Toſs, tumble and cry, 
What a bappy Creature is Polly | 
Was &er ſuch a Mreteb as I? 
With Rage I redden like Scarlet, 
Tbat my dear inconſtant Vurlet, 
Stark blind to my Charms,. 
Is left in the Arms 
O/ that Jilt, that inveigling Harlot F 
Stark blind to my Coarms, | 
Ir loſt in the Arms 
Of that Jiit, that inveigling Harlot! 
This, this my Reſentment: alarms. 


Lock. And ſo after all this Miſchief, I muſt 


ſtay here to be entertain'd. with your caterwau- 


ling, Miſtreſs Puſs!— Out of my Sight, wanton 


Strumpet ! You ſhall faſt and mortify yourſelf 
into Reaſon, and now and then a little handſome 
Diſcipline to bring you to your Senſes—— —Go, 


1 SCENE NH 
Lockir. 


Peachum then inte nds to out wit me in this Af- 
— 
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fair; but Pl be even with him The Dog is 
teaky in his Liquor, ſo I'll ply him that way, 
get the Secret from him, and turn this Affair to 
my own Advantage.—Lions, Wolves and Vul- 
tures don't live together in Herds, Droves or 
Flocks— Of all Animals of Prey, Man is the 
only ſociable one. Every one of us preys upon 
his Neighbour, and yet we herd together——— 
Peachum is my Companion, my Friend—Accor- 
ding to the Cuſtom of the World, indeed he 
may quote thouſands of Precedents for cheating 
me—And ſhall not I make uſe of the Privilege 
to make hima Return ? 


AlR XLIII. Packingtor's Pound. 


Thus Gameſters united in Friendſbip are found, 
Though they know that their tnduſiry all is a 
Cheat ; | 
They ſtock to their Prey at the Dice-Box's Sound, 
And join to promote ane another's Deceit ; 
But if by Mifhap, 
They fail of a Chap 
To keep in their Hands, they each other intrap - 
Like Pikes lank with Hunger, who miſs of their 
Ends, | 
They bite their Companians, and prey on their 
Friends. 
Now Peachum, you and I, like honeft Tradeſ- 
man are to have a fair Tryal which of us two 
can over-reach the other. Lucy ¶ Enter Lucy] 
Are there any of Peachum's People now in the 
Houſe ? A 
Lucy. Filch, Sir, is drinking a Quartern of 
firong Waters in the next Room with black 
Melt. 
Lock. 
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Lack. Bid him come to me. 
SCENE III. 


Lockir, Fir ck. 


Lock. Why Boy, thou lookeft as if thou wert 
half ſtarved; like a ſhotten Herring. 

Filch. One had need have the Conſtitution of 
a Horſe ta go through the Buſineſs Since the 
favourite Child-getter was diſabled by a Miſhap, 
I have pick'd up a little Money by helping the 
Ladies to a Pregnancy againſt their being call'd 
down to Sentence.——But if a Man cannot get an 
honeſt Livelihood any eaſier Way, I am ſure 
tis what I cant undertake for another Seſſion. 

Lock. Truly, if that great Man ſhou'd tip off, 
'twould be an irreparable Loſs. The Vigour and 
Proweſs of a Knight Errand never ſav'd half 
the Ladies in Diſtreſs that he hath done.—But, 
Boy, canſt thou tell me where thy Maſter is to 
be found ? 

Filch. At his Lock, Sir, at the Crooked Billet. 

Lack. Very well. —l have nothing more with 
you [Ex. Filch.] I'll go to him there, for 1 have 
many important Affairs to ſettle with him; and 
in the Way of thoſe Tranſactions, I'll artfully 
get into his Secret,—9o that Mac beath ſhall not 
remain a Day longe: out of my Clutches. 


SCENE IV. A Gaming Houſe. 
MACHEATH in a fine tarniſb'd, Coat, BEN 
Bop, Marr of the Mint. 


Mach. 1 am ſorry Gentlemen, the Road = 
0 
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ſo barren of Money. When my Friends are in 

Difficulties, I am always glad that my Fortune 

can be ſerviceable to them. ( Gives them Money. 

You ſee Gentlemen, I am not a bare Court 

Friend, who profeſſes every Thing and will do 

nothing. | | | 
AIR XLIV. Lillibullero: 

The Modes of the Court ſo common are grown, 

That a true Friend can bardly be met; 


Friendſbib for Inter fl is but a Loan, 


Which they let out for what they cam get, 
Tic true you find 
Some Friends ſo kind, | 
Who will give you good Caunſel themſcloes to defend 
In ſorrowful Ditty 
Tbey promiſe, they pity 


But ſhift you for Money, from Friend to Friend. 


But we, Gentlemen, have ſtill Honour enough 
to break through the Corruption of the World.— 
And while I.can ferve you, you may command 
me. 

Ben. It grieves my Heatrt that ſo generous a 
Man ſhould be involv'd in ſuch Difficulties, as 
to oblige him to live with ſuch ill Company, and 
herd with Gameſters. 

Matt. See the Partiality of Mankind. 
One Man may fteal a Horſe better than another 
look over a Hedge.—0f all Mechanics, of all 
ſervile Handicrafts-men, a Gameſter is the vi- 


leſt. But yet as many of the Quality are of the 


Proſe ſſion, he is admitted amongſt the politeſt 
Company. I wonder we are not more reſpe cted. 
Mach. "There will be a deep Play to night at 


 Mary-bone, and conſequently Money may be 


pick'd 
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pick'd up upon the Road. Meet me there, and 
Il give you the Hint who is worth ſetting. 

Matt. The Fellow with the brown Coat with 
a narrow Gold binding, I am told, is never 
without Money. 

Mach. What do you mean Matt Sure you 
will not think of meddling with him !—He's a 
good honeſt kind of a Fellow, and one of us. 

Ben. To be ſure Sir, we will put ourſelves 
under your direction. | 

Mach. Have an Eye upon the Money-lenders 
—A Rouleau, or two, would prove a pretty ſort 
ef an Expedition. I hate Extortion. 

Matt. Theſe Rouleaus are very pretty things, 
I hate your Bank Bilfs.——There is ſuch a Ha- 
zard in putting them off. 

Mach. There is a certain Man of Diſtinction 
who in his Time hath nick'd me out of a great 
deal of ready. He is in my Caſh, Ben; — I'll 
point him-out to you this Evening, and you 
ſhall draw upon him for the Debt. The Com- 
pany are met; I hear the Dice-box in the other 
Room. So Gentlemen, your Servant. You'll 
meet me at Mary-bone. 


_ SCENE V. Prachunu's Lel. 
A Table with Wine, Brandy, Pipes and Tobacco. 
PeacnuuM, LockiT, 


Lock. This Coronation Account, Brother Pea- 
chum, is of ſo intricate a Nature, that I believe 
it will never be ſettled. 

Peach. It conſiſts indeed of a great Variety of 
Articles —It was worth to our People, in Fees 


— 


60 The Beggar's Opera. 


of different Kinds, above ten Inſtalments.— 
This is part of the Account, Brother, that lies 
open before us. 
Lack. A Lady's Tail of rich Brocade—that, 1 
ſee, is diſpos'd of. | | 
Peach. To Mrs. Diana Trapes, the Tally 
Woman, and ſhe will make a good Hand or't 
in Shoes and Slippers, to trick out young Ladies 
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upon their going into keeping. 
Peach. But 1 don't ſee any Article of the 
ewels. | 
g Peach. Theſe are ſo well known, that they 
muſt be ſent abroad. —You?ll find them enter'd 
under the Articles, Swords, &c. I thought 
it beſt to enter them under their ſeveral Heads. 
F Lock. Seven and twenty Women's Pockets 
"x corapleat ; all ſealed, number'd and enter'd. 
| Peach. But Brother, it is impoſſible for us now 
to enter upon this Affair —We ſhould have the 
whole Day before us —Befides, the Account of 
the laſt Year's Plate is in a Book by itſelf, which 
lies at the other Office. 

Lack. Bring us then more Liquor.—To-day 
ſhall he for Pleature.— To-morrow for Buſineſs. 
Ah, Brother, thoſe Daughters of ours are two 
fippery Huſſie Keep a watchful Eye upon 
Polly, and Macheath in a Day or two ſhall be 


our OWN again 


Alx XLV. Down in the North Country, Ec. 
What Gudgeons ar? we Men 


Ev'ry Waman's eaſy Prey, 

Though we bave feli the Hook, again 
We bite and they betray, 

The Bird that bath been trapt, 
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IV hen 


When be bears bis calling Mate, 
To ber he flies, again be's clapt 
Within the Wiry Grate: 


Peach. But what ſignifies catching the bird, 


if your Daughter Lucy will ſet open the Door of 


the Cage?! 

Lack. If men were anſwerable for the Follies 
and Frailties of their Wives and Daughters, no 
Friends could keep a good Correſpondence toge- 
ther for two days.—This is unkind of you, Bro- 


ther; for among good Friends, what they ſay or 


do, goes for nothing. | 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Sir, here's Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to 
ſpeak with you. 
Peach. Shall we admit her, Brother Locks: ? 
Lock. By all means.—She's a good Cuſtomer, 


and a fine ſpoken Woman—— And a Woman 


who drinks and talks freely, -will enliven the 
Converſation. | 


Peach. Defire her to walk in. [Exit Servant.] 


SCENE YL | 
PeAacuuMm, Lockirt, Mrs. TRAPES. 


Peach. Dear Mrs. Dye, your Servant 
one may know by your Kits, that your Gin is 
excellent. | 

Tra. I was alway very curious in my Liquors. 

Lock. There is no perfum'd Breath like it——T 
have been long acquainted with the Flavour of 
thoſe Lips — Han't I Mrs. Dye? 

-Tra. Fill it up; I take as large Draughts of 
Liquor, as I did of Love. I hate a Flincher in 
either. | 0 

| F AIR, 
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Alx XLVI. A Shepherd kept Sheep, &c. 
In the Days of my Youth I could bill like a dove, 
fa, la, &c. | 
2 a —_— at all times was ready for love, fa, 
a, &c. 
The life of all mortals in kiſſing ſhould paſs, 
Lip to lip while we're young-—then the lip to the 
5 Baſe, ta, la, la, &c. 


But now, Mr. Peachum, to our Buſineſy—if you 
have Blacks of any Kinds, brought in of late; 


Mantues Velvet Scarf Petticoat Let it be 


what it will- I am your Chap—for all my La- 
dies ate very fond of Mourning. 

Peach. Why look you Mrs. Dye you deal ſo 
hard with us, that we can afford to give the 
Gentlemen, who venture their Lives for the 
Goods, little or nothing. 

Tra. The hard times oblige me to go very 
near in my Dealing to be ſure of late Years I 
have been a great Sufferer by the Parliament.— 
Three thouſand Pounds would hardly make me 
amends>—The Act for deſtroying the Mint, 
was a ſevere Cut upon our Buſineſs — Till then, 
it a Cuftomer ſtept out of the way, we knew 
where to have her No doubt ycu know Mrs. 
Coaxer— ther'es a Wench now (till To-day) 
with a good Suit of Cloaths of mine upon her 
Back, and I could never ſet Eyes upon her for 


three Months together.—Since the act for Im- 


priſonment for ſmall Sums, my Loſs there too 
hath been very conſiderable, and it muſt be ſo, 
when a Lady can borrow a handſome Petticoat, 


or a clean Gown, and I not have the leaſt hank. 


upon me! and o' my Conſcience, as. 
2 a mo 


. i 
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moſt Ladies take a delight in cheating, when 
they can do it with Safety. | 

each. Madam, you had a handſome. Gold 
Watch of us t'other Day for ſeven Guineas 
Conſidering we muſt have our Profit. To a 
Gentleman upon the Road, a Gold Watch will 
be hardly worth taking. | | 

Tra. Confider, Mr. Peachum, that Watch was 
remarkable, and not ef very ſafe Sale. If you 
have any black Velvet Scarfs—they are a hand- 
ſome Winter wear; and take with moſt Gen 
tlemen who deal with my Cuſtomers. * Tis not 
Vouth or Beauty that fixes their Price. The 
Gentlemen always pay according to their Dreſs, 
from Half a Crown to two Guineas, and yet 
thoſe Huſſies make nothing of bilking me. Then 
too allowing for Accidents—l have eleven fine 
Cuſtomers now down under the Surgeon's Hands 
what with Fees and-other Expences, there are 
great goings out, and no comings in, and not a 
Farthing to pay for at leaſt a Month's Cloathing. 
We run great Riſque great Riſques indeed; 

Peach. As I remember, you ſaid ſomething 
juſt now of Mrs. Coaxer —— 

Tra. Yes Sir, To be ſure. I:{tript her: of a 
Suit of my on. Cloaths about two Hours ago; 
and have left her as ſhe ſhould be, in her Shift, 
with a Lover of her's at my Houſe : She call'd 
75 Stairs, as he was going to Mary- bone in a 

ackney Coach And I hope for her own ſake 
and mine, ſhe will perſwade the Captain to re- 
deem her, for the Captain is very generous to 
the Ladies. * 

Lock. What Captain? | 

Tra. He thought I did not know him An in» 

K 2 timate 
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timate Acquaintance of yours, Mr. Peachum— 
Only Captain Macbeat has fine as a Lord. 

Peach. To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall 
ſet your own Price upon any of the Goods you 
like We have at leaſt Half a Dozen Velvet 
Scarfs, and all at your Service. Will you give 
me leave to make you a preſent of this Suit of 
Night-Cloaths for your own wearing ? But are 
you ſure it is Captain Macheath ? 

Tra. Though he thinks I have forgot him, no 
body knows him better. I have taken a great 
deal of the Captain's Money in my Time at ſe- 
cond hand, for he always lov'd to have his La- 
dies well dreſt. 

Peach, Mr. Lockit and I have a little Buſineſs 
with the Captain; you underſtand me—and we 
will ſatisfy you for Mrs. Coax er's Debt. 

Lock. Depend upon i- e will deal like Men 
of Honour. 8 


Tra. J don't enquire after your affair ſo 


_ - Whatever happens, I waſh my Hands on't.—lt 


hath always been my Maxim, that one Friend 
ſhould aſſiſt another But if you pleaſe—VIl take 
one of the Scarfs home with me. *Tis always 
good to have ſomething in hand. 


SCENE VIL Newgate 
„ 


Jealouſy, Rage, Love and Fear, ate at once 


tearing me to Pieces. How I am weather bea- 
ten and ſhatter'd with Diſtre ſſes. 


AIR XLVII. One Evening having loſt my 
; Way, Ec. i 


I'm like a Sciff on the Ocean toft, 
\ Now bigb, now low, with each Bilſow _— 
i 
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With ber Rudder broke, and ber Anchor. lot. 
Deſerted and all forlern,, 
While thus I he rolling and toffing all Night, 
_ That Polly lyes ſporting on Seas of delight ! 
Revenge, Revenge, Revenge, 
Shull. appeaſe my.reflleſs Sprite. 

Lhave the Ratſbane ready—I run no Riſque; 
fbr Ican lay her Death on the Gin, and ſo many 
die of that naturally that I ſhall nver be call'd in 
Queſtion. But ſay i were to de hang'd—1I never 
could'be hang'd for any thing that would give 
wi greater Comfort, than the poyſoning that 


Enter Fillen. 30 
Filch. Madam, here's our Mifs. Polly come 


to wait on you. 


Lucy. Show her in. 
CEN E. VIII. 
Lucy, PoLLy. 


Lucy. Dear Madam, your Servant. I hope 
you will pardon my Paſſion, when I was ſo hap- 
py to ſee you laſt—l was ſo over-run with the 
Spleen, that I was perfectly out of myſelf. And 
really. when one hath the Spleen every thing is 
to 'be-excug'd by a Friend. 


Ariz XL VII. Now Roger, I'll tell chte becauſes 


When a Wife s in ber Pout,. 
8 272 ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt, 
god Huſband'as meek as a Lamb, 
er Vapours to flill, 
Firſt grants ber ber Mil, 


. 
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And the quieting Draught is a Dram 
Poor Man! and the guieting Draugbt is a Dram. 
I wiſh all our Quarrels might have ſo com- 
fortable a Reconciliation. 

Polly. I have no excuſe for my own Behaviour 
Madam, but my Misfortunes——And really, 
Madam, I ſuffer too upon your Account. 

Lacy. But, Miſs. Po, ——in the Way of 
Friendſhip, will-you give me leave to propoſe a 
Glaſs of Cordial to you? 

Polly. Strong- Waters are apt to give me the 
Head-ach—I hope Madam, you will excuſe me. 

Lucy. Not the ' greateſt Lady in the Land 
could have better in her Cloſet, for her own pri- 
vate drinking. You ſeem mighty low in Spirits 
my Dear. 

Polly. J am forty Madam, my Health will not 
allow me to accept of your Offer. I ſhould not 

have left you in the Rude Manner I did when 
we met laſt, Madam, had not my Papa haul'd 
me away ſo unexpeCtedly. I was indeed ſome- 
what provok'd, and perhaps might uſe ſome Ex- 
raf that were diſreſpectful. But really, 
adam, the Captain treated me with ſo much 
Contempt and Cruelty, that I deſerv'd your pity 
rather than your Reſentment. | 
Lucy. But fince his Eſcape no doubt, all Mat- 
ters are made up again. Ah Polly! Poly] *tis 
I am the unhappy. Wife; and he loves you as 
if you were only his Miſtreſs. | 
Polly. Sure madam, you cannot think me ſo 
happy as to be the obje & of your Jealeuſy.—A 
Man is always afraid of a Woman who loves him 
too well,'ſo that I muſt be neglected and avoided. 
© © Lucy. Then our Caſes, my dear Polly, are 
exactly 
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exatlly alike. Both of us indeed ha ve been too 


fond. ; 
Aix XLIX. © Beſſy Bell. 


Polly. A Curſe attend that Woman's Love, 
Who always would be pleaſing. 
Lucy. The Pertneſs of the billing Dove, 
Like tickling is but teazing, 
Polly. What then in Love can Woman do-? 
Lucy. If we grow fond they ſhun us. 
Polly. And when we fly them, they furſue, 
Lucy. But leave us when they've won us. 


Lucy. Love is ſo very Whimſical in both Sex- 
es, that it is impoſſible to be laſting. But my 
Heart is particular and contradits my own Ob- 
ſervation. | 

Polly. But really, Miſtreſs Lucy, by his laſt 
Behaviour; I think I ought to envy you. When 
I was forced from him, he did not ſhew the leaſt 
Tenderneſs —But perhaps he hath a Heart not 
capable of it. 


Alx L. Would Fate to me Belinda give. 


Among the Men, Coquets we find, 

N bo court by turns all Woman kind ; 
And we grant all their Hearts defir'd, 
When they are flatter d, and admir*d. 


The Coquets of both Sexes are Self-lovers, and 
that is a Love no other whatever can diſpoſſeſs. 
3 my dear Lucy, our Huſband is one of 
thoſe. | 

Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy Reflex ons 
———[ndeed, my dear Polly, we are both of us a 
Cup too low.—Let me prevail upon you, to ac- 
cept of my Offer. | | 


9 Thi” Bgyar's: Opefm 
Alx LI: Come ſweet Lafs, - He: 
Conte ſweet Daſs, - 
Let's baniſh Sorrow, 
Till Pmorroto, 
Came fivert* Daſs, 
Let take ach Glaſs. 
Wee can clear wy 5 
The Vapours of Deſpair ; 
And "matrus light> as: Ar. 
Ther dtin and\baniſÞ Care. 
Ecan't bear, Child, to ſee you in ſuch low Spi- 
rits— And muſt perſwade you to what IkKnow 
will do you Good,. I ſhall now ſoon be e ven 
with the hypocritical' Strumpets [Afede.] 
SCENE. IX. 


PoLLY. 


Polly. All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be 
for nothing.—At this time too | when-I'know- 
ſhe hates me The Diſſembling of ai Woman 
is always the Fore- runner of Miſchie.—B 
pouring Strong waters down my. Throat, ſhe 
thinks to pump ſome. Secrets out of me.— l'll be 
upon my Guard, and won't taſte. a Drop. of her. 
Liquor, I'm reſolved. | 


SCENE X: 
PoLLY, Lucy, with ſtrong- waters. 
Lucy. Come Miſs Polly. | 


Polly. Indeed, Child, you have given your- 
ſelf Trouble to no Purpoſe Vou muſt my dear 


ſe me. 
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Lucy. Really, Miſs Polly, you are as ſqeamiſh- 
ly affected about taking a Cup of Strong waters 
as a Lady before Company. I vow Polly, I ſhall 
take it monſtroufly ill if you refuſe me. Brandy 
and Men (though Women love them never fo 
well) are always taken by us with ReluQance— 
unleſs 'tis in private. | 
Polly. I proteſt Madam it goes againſt me.— 
What do I ſee Macheath again in Cuſtody 
Now every Glimm'ring of Happineſs is loſt. 
(Drops the Glaſs of Liquor on the Ground. 


Lucy, Since things are thus, 1 am glad the 


Wench hath eſcap'd: for by this Event, *tis 
plain, ſhe was not happy enough to deſerve to 


be poiſon'd LAſide. 
SCENE XL 
Lockir, Machz Ark, PEACHS#M, LUCY, 
| PoLLY. 


Lack. Set your Heart at reſt, Captain.—You 
have neither the Chance of Love or Money for 
another Eſcape,—for you are order'd.to be called 
down upon your Tryal immediately. 

. Peach. Away, Huſſies !—This is not a time 
for a Man to be hamper'd with his Wives— You 
ſee the Gentleman is in Chains already. 


Lucy. O Huſband, —— Huſband, my Heart 


long'd to ſee thee, but to ſee thee thus diftrats 
me | 12 

Polly. Will not my dear Huſband look upon 
his Polly? Why had'ſt thou not flown to me for 
ProteRion ? With me thou hadſt been ſafe. 


Aix LII. The laſt Time I went o'er the Moor. 


Polly. Hither, dear Hufband, turn ycur Eyes. 
| | Lucy. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Lucy. Beftow:- one Glance to cheer me, 
Polly. Think with that Look, thy Polly dies, 
Lucy. O'fbun me not—but hear me. 
Polly. *Tis Polly ſues. < 
Lucy. ——Tis Lucy ſpeaks. 

Polly. I thus true Love requited ? 

Lucy. My Heart is burſling, 

Polly. —— fine too breaks, 

Luey. Mußt I 

Polly. — A be flighted. 


Mach. What would you have me ſay Ladies? 
— You ſee this Affair will ſoon be at an End, 
without my diſobliging either of you. 

Peach. But the ſettling this Point, Captain, 
might prevent a Lau- ſuit between your two 
Widows. | 


Aix LIII. 7 om-Tinker's my true Love. 
Mach. | | 
Which way ſball I turn me, How can I decide 
. v. the Day of our Deatb, are as fond as a 
ride. | 3 5 
One Miiſe is tos much. for moſt Hu ſpandi to bear ? 
But two. at a time theres no Mortal can bear; 
This Way, and that Way, and what way I willl, | 
What-would: contfort the one, totber Wife would 
tate ill. N | | 
Polly. But if his: Misf6rtunes-have-made him 
inſenſible to mine N Father ſure will be more 
compaſſionate — Dear, dear Sir, fink the mate. 
nat. Evidence, and bring him off at his Tryal 
— Polly'npon her Knees begs it of you. 
Air LIV. I am a poor Shepherd undone. 
s ben my Hero in Court appears, 


And 


— 
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And flands, arraign'd fer bis Life ; 
Then Think of poor Polly's Tears; 
Por ab] poor Polly's bis Wife. 
Like the Sailor he holds up bis Hand, 
Diſtre/t on the daſhing wave, 
To die a dry Death at Land, 
Ii as bad as a watry Grave. 
And alas, poor Polly! 
Alack, and a cy a-day 1 
Before I was in Love, 


Ob! every Month was May. 


Lucy. If Peocbum's Heart is harden'd ; ſure 
728 Sit, will have more Compaſſion on a 
aughter. I know the Evidence are in your 
Power. Ho then can you be a Tyrant to me? 
| [ Aneeling.] 
A1tr LV. Jantbe the lovely, &c. 


N ben he holds up his Hand arraigi' for bis Life, 
O think of yuur Daughter, and think Pm his 
Wife: | | 
What are Cannons or Bombs, or Claſhing of ſwords 
Fer Death is more certain by li itneſſes or Words. 
Then nail up their Lips : that dread Tbunder allay; 
Aud each Month of my Life will hereafter be May. 
Lack. Macheath's Time is come, Lucy. We 


know our own Affairs, therefore let us have no 
more whimpering or whining. 


Atk LVI. A Cobler there was, &c. 


Ourſelves like the Great, to ſecure a Retreat, 

When Matters require it muſt give up our Gang- 
And gol Reaſon why, 
Or inſtead of the Fry, 
Ex'n Peachum and I, 


Like © 
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Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang, bang; 
Like poor petty Raſcals might hang, 

Peach. Set your Heart at reſt, Polly. Your 
Hufband is to die To-day.—Therefore if you 
are not already provided, *ris now high Time 
to look about for another. There's Comfort for 
you, you Slut. | 


Leck. We are ready Sir, to conduct you to. 
the Old Bail. 8 


Air LVII. Bonny Dundee. 


Mac. The Charge is prepar' d; the Lawers are met 
The Judges all rang'd (a terrible ſhow |!) 
I go, undiſmay'4—for Death is a Debt, 
Debt on demand. — So take what I awe: 
Then farewell, my Love—Dear Charmer 
adieu, | 
Contented I di. Tig the better for you, 
Here ends all Diſpute the reft of our Lives, 
Fer, this Way at once, I pleaſe all my Wives. 


Now Gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 


I. 
Lucr, PoLLy, Fir ck. 


Polly. Follow them, Filch, to the Court. And 
when the Tryal is over, bring me a particular 
Account of his Behaviour, and of every thing 
that happen'd. / Vou'll find me here with Miſs 
Lu y. [Ex. Filch.] But why is all this Mufick ? 

Lucy. The Priſoners whoſe Tryals are put o ff 
till next Seſſions are diverting themſelves. 

Polly. Sure there's. nothing ſo charming as 
Muſick! I'm fond of it to DiſtraQtion ! var 

alas. : 
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alas! now all Mirth, ſeenis an Inſult on my 
Affliction.— Let us retire, my dear Lucy, and 
indulge our Sorrows.— The noiſy Crew, you ſee 
are coming upon us. (Exenrt.) 

or A Dance of Friſenens. 


SCENE XII. The Cindemn'd Held. 
MACHEATH, #n a melancholy Poſture. 


Alx LVIIE Happy Groves. 
O cruel, cruel, cruel Caſe ! 
Muft I ſuffer this Diſgrace ? 15 
Arr LIX. Of all the Girls that are ſo ſmart. 
Of all the Friends in time of Grief, 
When threat ning Death looks grimmer, 


Not one ſo Jure can bring Relief, 
As this befl Friend a Brimmer. [Drinks. 


AIR LXI. Britens ſtrike home. 
Since I muſt ſwing,. I ſcorn, I ſcorn te wince er 
whine. | [Riſes. 
Air LXI. Chevy-Chaſe. 
But now again my Spirits fink; 
Pl raiſe them bigb with Wine. 
| | [Drinks a Glaſs of Wine 
AIR LXII. To old Sir Simon the King. 


But Valour the fironger grows, 
The firanger Liquer we're drinking ; 
And bow can we feel cur Was, 


When Me ve loſt the Troubleof Thinkin g. Drinks 
Alx LXIII. Joy to great Cæſar. 

If bun. 2 Man can die, 
G Muc b. 


— —— EO OI" 
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Much bolder with Brandy. 
[Pours out a Bumper of Brandy. 

AIR XLIV. There was an old Woman. 


So I drink off this Bumper, — And now 1 can ſtand 
the Teſt, | 

And my Comrades ſhall ſee, that I die as brave as 
the beſt. [Drinks. 


Alx LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant 


Sailor. 


But can I leave my pretty Huſſies, . 
Without one Tear or tender Sigh ? 


AR LXVI. Why are mine Eyes ſtill flowing 


Their Eyes, their Lips, their Buſſes, 
Recal my Love—Ab muſt I die ? 


AIR LXVU. Green Sleeves; 


Since Laws were made for ev'ry Degree, 
To curb Vice in ethers, as well as in me, 
I wonder we han't better Company, 
Upon Tyburn Tree ! | 

But Gold from Law can take out the Sting ; 

And if rich Men like us were to ſwing, 

*T would thin the Land, ſuch Numbers to firing 

Upon Tyburn Tree. * 


Jailor. Some Friends of your's, Captain, de- 
ſire to be admitted. I leave you together. 


SCENE XIV. 


MAacHtaTH, BEN Bupce, Marr of be 
Mint: 

Mach. For my having broke Priſon, you ſee 

Gentlemen, 1 am ordered immediate Execution. 


— he Sheriffs Officers, I believe arc 1 
| | | the 
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the Door.— That Jemmy Twitcher ſhould peach 
me, I own ſurpriz'd me! *Tis a plain Proof that 
the World is all alike, and that even our Gang 
can no more truit one another than other People. 
Therefore | heg you, Gentlemen, look well to 
yourſelves, for in all Probability you may live 
ſome Months longer. 

Matt. We are heartily ſorry Captain, for 
your Misfortune. But *tis what we muſt 
all come to. "ES 

Mach. Peachum and Lackit, you know are in- 
famous Sceundrels. Their Lives are as much 
in your Power, as yeur's are in their's. Re- 
member your dying Friend! ' Tis my laſt Re- 

ueſt. Bring thoſe Villains to the Gallows be- 
— you, and I am ſatisfyed 

Matt. We'll do't. | 
* Failor. Miſs Polly and Miſs Lucy intreat a 

Word with you. 

Mach. Gentlemen, adieu. 


SCENE XV. 


Lucy, MacuztaTH; Polity, 


Mach My di ar Lucy—my dear Po!ly-—W hat- 
ſoe ver hath paſt between us is now at an End. 
If you are fond of marrying again, the beſt Ad- 
vice I can give you, is to ſhip yourſelves off for 
the We/!-Indies, where you'll have a fair Chance 
of getting a Huſband a piece; or by good Luck, 
two or three, as you like beſt. 

Polly. How can I ſupport this Sight ? | 

Lucy. "There is nothing moves one ſo much 
as a great Man in Diſtreſs. J 7 

Alx 


4 
= - 
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As LEVI All you that mult take a Leap, & 
4 Lucy. Would I might be bang d | 


Poly. ——4:d 1 would ſo to 

Lucy. To bebang'd with you ? 

| Polly. —— My Dear, with you. 

Mach. O leave me to Thought ! I fear ! I doubt] 

I tremble! I draop !—Ste my Courage is out. 

| | {Turns to the empty Bottle. 
Polly. No token of Love . 

Mach. — See my Courage is out. | 

1 Turns up the empty Bottle. 

Lucy. No Token of Love ! | 

Polly. —— Aer. 

W Lucy.——Perewell. 

Mach. But bark ! I hear the Toll of the Bell. 

Chorus. To! de rol lol, &c. ht 

| Failor. Four Women more, Captain, with a 
Child a- piece] See here they come. 


Enter Women and Children. 


Vb. What—four Wives more — This is 
oo much. Here, tell the Sheriffs Officers I am 
ready. [Exit Macheath guarded. 


= 
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SCENE XVI. 
To them, enter Player and Beggar. 


Wl Play. But honeſt Friend, I hope you don't 
4 intend that Macheath ſhall be reall y executed. 
Bag. Moſt certainly, Sir, To make the P.cce 

perfect, I was for doing ſtrict poetical Juſtice. 


. 
1 


Il i Macheath is to be hang'd; and for the other 
Perſonages of the Drama, the Audience muſt 
=. have 
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have ſuppos'd they were all either han'gd or 
tranſported. 

Play. Why then, Friend, this is a down - right 
deep Tragedy. The Cataſtrophe is manifeſtly 
wrong, for an Opera muſt end happily. 

Beg. Your Odjection Sir, is very juſt; and is 
eaſily remov'd. For you muſt allow, that in this 
Kind of Drama, tis no Matter how abſurdly 
Things are brought about. So you rabble there 
run and cry a Reprieve; let the Priſoner be 
brought back to his Wives in Triumph. 
Play. All this we muſt do, to comply with 

the Taſte of the Town. | 

Beg. Thro' the whole Piece you may obſerve 
ſuch a Similitude of Manners in high and low, 
Life, that it is difficult to determine whether (in 
the Faſhionable V ices) the fine Gentlemen imi- 
tate the Gentlemen of the Road, or the Gen- 
tlemen of the Road the fine Gentleman. Had 
the Play remained as I firſt intended, it would 
have carried a moſt excellent Moral. *T would 
have ſhewn that the Lower Sort of People have 
their Vices in a Degree as well as the rich; and 
that they are puniſh'd for them, | 


SCENE XVIL 
Je them MAcHgATH, with Rabble, &c. 


Mach. So it ſeems, Iam not left to my Choice 
but muſt have a Wife at laſt. Look ye, my 
Dears, we wül have no Controverſy now. Let 
us give this Day to Mirth. and I am ſure the 
who thinks herlelf my Wife will teſtify her Joy 
by a Dance. 

G All 
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All. Come a Dance, —a Dance. 
Mach. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave 
to preſent a Partner to each of you. And (if I 
may without Offence) for this Time. I take 
Folly for mine. And for Life you Slut, —for we 
were really married. As for the reſt—Bot at 
preſent keep your own Secret. [To Polly. 


A DANCE. 
Ars LXIX. Lumps of Pudding, 8c. 


Thus I land like the Turk with bis Doxies around 
From all Sides their Glances bis Paſſion confound |! 
For black, brown and fair, bis Inconſlancy burns, 
= And the different Beauties ſubdue bim by Turns; 
| __ calls forth ber Charms, to provoke bis De- 
5 res, 
= Though willing to all, with but one he retires, 
| Brit think of this Maxim, and put off your Sorrow 
| The Wretch of To-day may be happy To-morrow, 


Chorus. But think of this Maxim, &c. 


: 
3 


